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Oh Things' without compare! — T 
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In any Place of Engliſh Ground, | * 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 
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Vorty at leaſt in Pairs, 
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Should he go 'Rilf-ſs dreft, tt. 
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Yo: nee hi 
But wot you what, the Youth was going A. 
To make an end of all his Wooing; 6 "9a 


The Par ſon for him ftay'des '* 2471 
Yet, by his Leave, ſor all his Haſ ter, 
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| He would have kiG'd ber once or _ 
But ſhe would not, ſhe was fo nice, 
She would not do't in Sight; 
And then ſhe look'd as who ſhould fay 
I will do what I liſt to Day, 
And you ſhall do't at Night. 


Her Cheeks ſo rare a White was ob, 
No Daiſie makes Compariſon, 
{Who ſees them is undone) 
For Streaks of Red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Katherine Pear, 
The Side that's next the Sun. 


Her Lips were red, and one was thin 
Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 
Some Bee had ſtung ic newly, 
But (Dick) her Eyes ſo guard her Face, 
I durſt no more upon them gane, 
Than on the Sun in July. 
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'Thou'dſt ſwear her Teeth her Words did freak, * 
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If wiſhing ſhould be any Sia, 

The Parſon himſelf had ace 
She look 'd that Day ſo purely 

And did the Yourht, fat *7 

At Night, as ſome did in Conceit, 32 
I would have poll bin, . 


Paſſion o me, how I run onl. 

There's that that wou'd he thought upon, ; 
Itrow, beſides the Bride, 

The Bus'neſs of the Kitchen's great, 1+ 

For it is fit thay Men ſhould egg; 

Nor was it there deny d. 


Juſt in the nick the Cook knock'd thrice,” 
And all the Waiters in a Trice 
His Summons did obey. 
Tach ſerving- man, irh Diſh ia hand, 
March'd boldly up, like our nme 
Preſented and —wwyy. 2 


PS 


When all the Meat was on the Table, 

What Man of Knife or Teeth Was- able 
To ſtay to be intreated ? 

And this the very Reaſon wa, 

before tho Parſon could ſay Grace, 5 Ml 

The Company way ſeated. © : _; {1 
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Now Hats fly off, and Youths carowſe; t - 
Healths firſt go round, and then r | 
The Bride's came thick and thick; | 
And when 'twas nam'd another's Health, 


Perhaps he made it hers by ſtealth, - [Wa 
And who can belp ity Dick - Wal 
O'th' ſudden up they riſe ans 15 Bu 
Then fit again, and ſigh and glance: rn 
Then dance again and kiſs. o: g 
Thus ſev*'ral Ways the time did paſs, 
Whilſt ev'ry Woman wiſh'd her Place, MI” 
And ev'ry Man wiſh'd his, 
By this time all were ſtoln aſide | I 
To counſel and undreſi the Bride, 
But that he muſt not know: ; Sin 
But yet t was thought he gueſt her Mind, | 
And did not mean to ſtay behind 5 F1 yl 
Above an Hour or fo, | 
When in he came (Dick) there ſhe lay, De! 
Like new-faln Snow melting away, No 
*Twas time, I trow, to part, 0, 
Kiſſes were now the only Stay, a 
Which ſoon ſhe gave, as who would ſay, 4 


Good b*w'ye, with all my Heart. 


But juſt as Heav'n would have to crols it, 
In came the Bride-maids wich the Poſſet: 


The Brideg room eat in ſpight; 


« 1 * 
24 


ef Enerisz Soxes. 7 


or bad he left the Women to'r, 
7; wou'd have colt two Hows to dot, 


Which were 000 witch oben Night. - -- — 


It length the Candles out ; and now - 

All that they have not done, they do: 
What that is who can tel]? 

But I believe ic was no more A 

Than thou and I have done before _ 
With Bridget and with Nell. 
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ERE end my Chains, and Thraldom ceaſe; 
If not in Joy, I'll live in Peace; 
Since for the Pleaſures of an Hout. 
We muſt endure au Age of Pain, 
Il be this abje& thing no more; 
Love, give me back * Heart again. 
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Deſpair tormented firſt my Breaſt, , 

Now Falſhood, a. more cruel Gueſt. 

0, for the Peace of human kind, 

Make Women longer true, or ſooner ind! 
With Juſtice or with Mercy reign, 

0 Love! or give me back my Heart again. 
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'Tis well her Heart ig tender "7 
How might ſuch killing Eyes perplex, | 
wich Virtue to defend her! f , 


But Nature, graciouſly inclin dt.. 
Not bent to vex but pleaſo un, 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join't W- 


A boundleſs Will 6 


192 — 


| $.0NG, V., 2.7.0 
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Upon his Luce, with heavy en 
How his Eurydice was ſlain; 8 
The Trees to heer 
Obtain'd ar Er,, 
And alter leit iz off ogaio, wy . 


At ev'ry Stroke, at evry Stuy, 
The Boughs kepi tint, and ee ty 
And liſt ned bending every 2 3 
The Aſhen- Tree 
As well as he | 
Began to ſhake, and learnt to play. 
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If Wood could ſpeale, a Treg mitzht hear, N 
If Wood can ſound our Gr ief ſo near, | 
A Tree might drop ao amber Tear: 
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16 Wood fo well'«"' / 4 \ 31:22 4 
Could ſound a Kell, » 
e Cypreſs might condale he Nie, 10 1 


The ſtanding Nobles of the Grove, | 
Hearing dead Wood to ſpeak and more, 
je fatal Ax began to love; 

They envy'd Death, 

That gave ſuch Breath, 
Men alive do Saints above. 
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I D you not once, Lucinda, vow ; 
Lou would love none but me? 
be, Ay, but my Mother cells me now, 6 


*. Cruel, thy love lies in thy Pow'r, 
Tho' Fate to me's unkind, 

ſv, Conſider but how ſmall thy Dow's 
Is in reſpe& of mine. 


le, 1s it becauſe my Sheep are poor, 
Or that my Flocks are few? 
ve, No, but I cannot love at all 

So mean à Thing as you. | 


*. Ah me! ah me! mock you my Grief; 
I pity thy hard Fate. 

lr. Pity for Love's but poor Relief, . 
Uther chuſe your Hate. 
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- She. Content thy ſelf, Shepherd, 8 while: 
I'll love thee by this Ki, 

Thou ſhall have no more Canſa to mon 
Than thou n take i in this, 


He. Bear Record, chew ou Power urn, 


And all thoſe holy Bands: 
For it appears the ttueſt Loves. | * 
Springs not e eee | 
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o Death, how flow to take erben 
Whatever I purſue, denies, 
Death, Death ix ſelf, like Myc fits. 


Love and Defpair, like Twins, poſſeſi 
At the ſame fa al Birth my Breaſt; 
No Hope could be, her Scorn was all 
That to my deſtin'd Lot conꝰd fall. 


Still: 


I thought, alas! ! that Love con'd4well -! N 


But in warm Climes, here no 8uew 05 
Like Plants that Kindly Heat eee 4 


To be maintain'd by conſtunt Fire; = 

U 
That, without Hope, 'twou'' die ac f60n; Toyr 
A little Hope But T bave nobe + [ Ca 


On Air — tiert 0 11 
Deny'd even that, my n dam live; |: 
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z rongheſt Trees in Storms art brd, 
ad grow, in ſpice of Winds, and — 


he more the Tempeſt tears and ſhakes, . 
j Love, the deeper Root ir.cakes. 


Peſpair, that Aconite does prove, 

nd certain Death, to others Love, 

hat Poiſon, never yer withſtood, 

Does nouriſh mine, and turns to Food. 


| for what Crime is my corn Heart 


Like ſad Prometheus, thus to lis. . 
iu endleſs Pa in, and never die. 
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D* LIA, how long mult I deſpair, 
And tax you with Diſdain ? 
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dil to my tender Love ſevere, 
"a Untouch'd when 1 complain! 
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ben Men of equal Merit love us, 
And do with equal Ardour ſue, 
ö Toyrfis, you know but one can move us; 
| Can Ide yours and Strephon's too? 
yes view both with mighty Tg ** 
Impartial to your ve" Sy 
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ndemn'd to ſuffer. deathleſi Smart? - WY 
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With equal Merit, equal Paſſion, 
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12 J CoLltfecrion. 
To both a like Eſteem I meaſure, ' 
To one alone can give my Heart. 
THYRST8: © 
Myſterious Guide of Inclination, 
Tell me, Tyrant, why am 


Thus the Victim choſe to die? 
Why am I 1 a 
The Victim choſe to die? 
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On Fate alone depends Succeſs, ' 2 

And Fancy Reaſon over-rules, 
Or why ſhou'd Virtue ever miſs. 

Reward, ſo often given to Fools? 
"Tis not the Valiant, nor the Witty, 

But who alone is born to pleaſe, 
Love dots predeftinate our Pity ʒ 

We chuſe but whom he firſt decrees, 


ww i 
MI # * 


— — _— 


SONG IX. 
HILST I am ſcorch'd with hot Deſit, 
In vain cold Friegd{hip you return: 
Your Drops of Pity on my Fire, HY 

Alas! bur make it fiercer bum. 
Ah ! would you have the Flame ſuppreſt 1 
That kills the Heart it heats too faſt; 
Take half my Paſſion to your Breaſt, 
The reſt in mine ſhall ever laſt, 
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SONG X. 1 
Hilſt I'm caroufing to test up tay Soul, — 
Oh! how I triucmph jor a tall Joy! A 
This is the Treaſure, n 
The only Pleaſure, © 
Belfing that makes pra opaieg end ugly 
Thus while I'm drinking, 10 
Free from dull thinking, 


n am I greater than the 2 


8 0 N G XI. 
Ince the Day of poor Man, 

That little, little ſpan, 1 ed cr 
Tho' long it can't laſt, | 
For the future and paſt 
ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpairz © , 
With ſuch a full Glaſs 
Let that of Life paſs, 

'Tis made up of Trouble, 


A Storm, tho' a Bubble, 
ere's no Bliſs like forgetting our Care. 182. 


7 4 c 4 
= * 
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Why all this bining, 
Why all this pining, * 
we is a Folly, and Beauty is vain: 
Nothing ſo common ; 
As Wealth and Woman, 
ouiſe the Vapour, and fo dull the Brain. 
C 
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To him that's 
That's frolick — — 

Nothing is grievous, nor nothing is (ad: 
Then rouſe up thy Spirit, 
And take off thy Claret, 

In one * * a Cure s to be had, 


And ſtill deny thee; 
Never look ſneaking, nor never repine: 
If 'tis her Faſhion, _ 


To light your Paſſion, _ | on. 1 


Then ſeem moſt hoot and deny he ; thine, 


Yet ſlily wooe her, 

And cloſely purſue her, 
Or ſhe'll prove a Tyrant, and laugh you to ſcorm: 
. When ſhe ſeems waſpiſh, 

Coquettiſh'and prudiſh, 
Then give her her Humour, and let her be gone, 


When next you meet her, 
Again intreat her, 

And if you find fil he'U make you ber Too, 
Ne'er let it vex ye, 


Or once perplex ye, 
neil foonrepnt it, and fd who's the bel 


Then to requite her, 
Deſpiſe her, and ſlight her, 
And what you commended, as a 


* 


„ Euerisg Soe. 
Lot if Love grieve thee, 2 
And will not leave thee, 


Then den love thy (elf firſt, and next or 
Friend. 


"ts . 


- i» 


* 8 O N G XII. | 
33 from wy Dear dſtrad i Sight | 
I was ſo rodely totn, 
My Soul has never kuswu Delight, 
— Valeſs it was to mourn. 
But oh, alas! with weeping Eyes 
And bleeding Heart I lie 
Thinking on her, whoſe abſence tis 
That makes me wiſh to die. 


„, th... ih. 


SONG XIII. 
8 Ariana, young and fait, 
A By Night the ſtarry Quire did tell, 
She found in Caffiopeza's Chair 


One beauteous Light the reſt ex cel: 
This happy Star unſeen, before, 
Perhaps was kindle from her Eyes, 
And made for Mortals to adore 
A rev. born Glory in the Skies, 


Orif within the Sphere it grew, 
Before ſhe gaz'd, the Lainp was dim 4 


C2 


q yY 
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96 | if; Carirozaoy 
But 2 ber Eyes the Sparkles flew ; , 
That gave new Luſtre to the Gems ;;. 
Bright Omen! what doſt thou portend,” 
Thou threat ning Beauty of the Sky? _ 


What great, what happy Monarch's Bul! | 
For ſure by thee tis ſweet to die. 


Whether. to thy fore-boding Fire 
We owe the Creſcent in decay? 

Or muſt the mighty Gaul expire 
A Victim to thy fatal Ray? 

Such a Preſage will late be ſhown 
Before the World in Aſhes lies; 

But if lefs Ruin will attone, 
Let Strephon's N Fate ſ ulfice. 


* 


Winne 


N ancient Tale I mean to write, 


Scorning new Deeds to 1 to lights 


Of gallant Gaveſton I ſing, + 
Ouce much belov'd of Eagle's King. 


His Parents were of low Bead 

And of a mean Ability; 

They farm'd their own poor ſmall Eftate, 
And never dreamt of growing great. 


Till Fortune, who oft ſhuns the wiſe, - 
That abjett Knaves and Fools may ny 
Pitch'd upon Pzerce, their eldeſt Son, | 
To be a Darling of ber own, ' 


1 


of Euelisn Sonds. 
zue found he was by Nature rule, 8517 
Void both of Grace and Gratitude: - 
But thoſe Deſetts were well. ſupply d 
With matchleſs Impudenc e and Pride, 


Now that from his Obſcurity 


She might him raife-to:bigh Degree, 
The Hood-wink'd Goddeſs ſoon-did bring 


lu Progreſs that way Englands King. 


A Prince who was by -Heay'n deen d, 
To be a Blefſing to Mankind : 

He was his Subjects Hearts Delight, 
Jer led away by Fav'rites quite. 


At the Town- hall was made a Feaſt, 


To entertain the Royal-Gueſt, 
And all the Country far and near, 


To ſee their King aſſembled there. = 


Among the reſt, old Gaveſton, - - 

And with him, Meree his lucky gon, 
On whom the King ſoon-fix'd his Bye, 
Aud call'd him to him preſently. 1 


Whoſe Son art thou, fweet Youth ? he ag, 
The young Mau readily reply d, 


My Name, my Liege, is Gaveſton, | 
Au boneſt Country Farmer's Son. 


Ca. | 


2 


18 
The King ſaid, if thow'lt go with me, 


And leave thy Friends, I promiſe thee, ' 
I'll make thy Fortune, thou ſhalt ſhine- - 


At Court a Favourite of mine. 


Then happy I! quoth Pierce; indeed 


I always thought it was decreed, 
I ſhould notdeal in Clods of Earth, 
My Soul diſdains my humble Birth! 


And now in Court behold him plac'd, 
So with his Sovereign's Favour grac'd, - 
No Poſt or Honour could be won, 
Unleſs approv'd by Gaveſton. 


All courted him, but ſu'd in vait, 
Merit could neꝰ ex his Ear obtain; 
Yet promis'd on from Day to Day, 
Till Mejor Money found the way. 


He manag'd Pierce with ſuch Succeſs, 
None fail'd for whom he did addreſs 3 
Tbe vileſt Criminal on Earth 

The Major could redeem from Death, 


Thus by the Major's curſed Power 
Fierce did the Nation's Wealth devour, 
He rais'd the Scum of all the Earth, 
And threw down thoſe of noble Birth. 


His Brothers next to Court he bronght, 
And Patent Poſts for them he got; 


-A CoLLECTION 


is Father too, as doth appear, 
lad twenty thouſand Marks a Year? 


or ev'ry Brute ſubſcrib'd a Name, © 
zo Pierce his Daughter, Sons and Wife, 
Had each three Poſts ſecur'd for Life, © 


Yet not content with all he got, 


ill God and Man his Part forſook. - + 


The People who thus long did bear, 
Roſe as one Man, and did declare, 

They would both judge and execute, 
Then let who dar'd their Act diſpute. 


but Pierce was ſa o'ergrown with Pride, 
o' often warn'd, ſuch Threats defy'd z 
ill, in a lucky pointed Hour, 


'y; 


ten from his Coach they took him ſtraits 
d dragg'd him from his Palace-Gatez 

dw on the Ground, for all to ſee, 
ind hang him on the Gallows-Tree. 


us juſtly fell proud Gaveſton, | 

Ter England's Good! deplor'd by none: 
ind may all Villains, ſuch as he, 

th ſuch a Fate rewarded be. 


» 71} 
* o 


e thought each Profit was his Loe, vet 2# 
if Bribes from every Hand he took, - 


leis d, and pot him in their Pow r. 
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late Direktors of known Fame, k Jy 


A COLLECTION 


SONG XV. 


UPID, with-Gazymede to play, 
Had laid his Wings afide g h 
And leſt they ſhould be ſtoln away, 
Sat on his Darts aftride : | 


For oft the God had, to his Coſt, 
(As Prior ſwectly ſings) 

His Quiver, Bow and Atrow. loſt, 
But never loſt his . | 


Miſs Kzt#ty, Love's great Favourite, 
Was there a Stander-by, _ 

And hit upon a new Gonceit, 

Which ſhe reſolv'd to try: 


She oft had heard her Lovers figh, 
And praiſe her Angel-Face, 

And raiſe her Beauties to the Skie, 

Where they deſerv'd a Place, 


She wou'd not truſt che flatt'ring Youth, 
And gave a carcleſs Ear; 

Yet fain at H—--v wou'd know the Truth, 
But bow ſhau'd ſhe get there'? | 


The Urchin's Wings:wou'd fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Tryal ; 
Yer durſt not ask the waggiſh 2 


She fear'd a perf Denial. 


of ENGLISH Sones. 27 
Young Cupid, 1 or — : 
Of no Deſigu afraid, 


Did not ſuſpett the wily Fair, a +. 

The ſceming barmleſs Maid. 
Whilſt Joke and Witty Repartce 
Twizt him and Gany paſt, —» 
She ſtole bis Wings, and merrily, 
To P- 's Gate did haſte. | 


Arriving been, and rapping hard,” Fe (58 
Like haſty Seraphim, © 

Pr did to his Poſt repair, 
To let the Angel in. 


When Porter Pr op'd the Door, 
And ſaw her Face and Mien, ö 

0: Bows and Scrapes he made ſome Score, | 
Expetting ſhe'd come in : ent 


But, pointing to the Earth, the Fair 
Then, laughing, ſaid aloud, * 

I'd rather be an Angel, there, 
Than one amongſt a Croud. 


15 N 


r 
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SONG XVI. 
IT H ftudy'd Airs, and prattis'd Smiles, 
Flavia my raviſh'd Heart — 


The Charms we make are ours alone, p 
Nature's Works are dot our own 3 . | 


% 
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And ſhows her Fancy in ber Face: 
She feeds with Art on am vou /Rage, 
Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


SONG XVII. 
HY, lovely-Charmer, tell me why, 
h So very kind, and yet ſoſhy? 
Why does that cold, forbidding Air 
Give Damps of Sorrow and:Deſpair ? 


Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
| And kindle up my Flames anew? 


In vain you ſtrive with all your Art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my Heart: 
When I behold a Face fo fair, 

So ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 
My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all o'er, 
I cannot love thee leſs nor more. 


— 


— 


— 


SONG XVIII. 
HI1LE gentle Partheniſſe walks, 
And ſweetly fmiles, aud gaily ratks, 
A thouſand Shafts around her flie, 
A thouſand Swains unheeded die. 
If then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With all ber killing Air and Mien, 
From ſo much Beauty, ſo much At. 
What mortal can ſecure bis Hear? 


of ENGLISH!SONGS, 
SONG XIX. 

EE, Britons, ſee, with awful 

Y Britannia from her Seas ariſe! 

e Thouſand Billows round me roar, 

While Winds and Waves engage, 

ut break io Froth upon my _ 

Aud impotently rage. 

\ were the Terrors which of late 

— my affli ed State 4 

Jrited Fury thus was bent 

On ny devoted Seats, - 

ill all the mighty Force was ſpent 

lafeeble Swellss and empty Threats. 


now with riſing Glory c round, 

Joys run bigh, they know no Boundy | 

—* of unruly Pleaſure: flo . 
Thro' ev'cy ſwelling Vein, 

New Raptures in my Boſom glow, 

id warm me up to Youth again. 

Captive Spoils, in Triumph born, 

dards of Gauls, in Fight ſubdu'd, 

ours in Hoſtile Blood embru'd, 

Eafigns of tyrannic Might, 

toes to Equity and Right, 

Courts of Britiſp Juſtice wave on high, 

kicred to Law and Liberty, 

Jcrowded Theatres 4 

longs of Triumph, the Defeat 


Mfſing Pomps my Streets adorn z it 
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Did ever joyful Mother ſee 
$0 bright, ſo brave a Progeny? 
Daughters with ſo much Beauty crown'd, 
Or Sons for Valour ſo renown'd | : 


But oh! I gaze, pr ek, in vain 

To find amidſt this warlike Train 

My abſent Sons, that us'd to grace 

With decent Pride this joyous Place: 

© Unhappy Youths! bow do my Sorrows riſe, 

Swell my Breaſt, and melt my Eyes, 
While I your mighty Loſs deplore ? 

Wild, and raging with Diſtreſs, /' 

I mourn, I mourn my own Succeſs, 

And boaſt. my Vifories no more. 

Unhappy Youths ! far from their native Sky, 

On Danube's Banks interr'd they lie. 

Germania, give me back my Slain, 

Give me my ſlaughter'd Song again. · 

Was it for this they rang'd ſo far, 

To free thee from oppreſſive War? 

Germania, &. © 


Tears of Sorrow while I ſhed 

O'er the Manes of my u F 64 146 
Laſting Altars let me raiſe * 70 1 
To my living Heroes ar oy Hos po n+ an 
Heav'n givr them a longer Sta, 
As glorious Actions to Sys de 8. 


bee devs oh 
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f Eneriew Sowes. 7 
S ON. xXx. 
$ naked alinoft; and more fair you appear, 
Than Dina," when ſpy'd by Af os - 
Fer that stag-hunter's Fate, your votaries hers, 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on, 


For he, like 4 Fool, took 'a Peep, and no more, 
do ſhe gave him a large Pair of Horns, Sir: 

What Goddeſs, undreſt, ſuch Negle&ever bote? 
or what Woman &er pardon'd ſuch Scorns, Sir? 


The Man who wich Beauty beaſts only his Eyes, 
With the Fair always works his own Ruin g 
Tou {ball find by our Actions, our Looks, and our 

Sighs, . 47% 10 
We're not barely with viewing. 


o 
- 
— 
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8 O N G XXI. 12 01248 
ENUS has left her Grecian Illes, 
With all her gaudy Tra in 
0f little Loves, ſoft Cares and Smiles, 
In my larger Breaſt to reign, 
Le tender Herds and lifPning Deer, 
Forget your Food, forget your Fear, 
The bright Victoria will be here. 
The Savages about me throng, 
Hor d with the Paſſion of my Song, - 
And think Vieforia ſtays too long. 
D - 
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SONG XXII. 
HE rolling Years che Joys reſlore, 
Which happy, happy — 
When in a Female Age before 
Beauty the Sword of Jukics drew, 


Nymphe and Fauns, and rural Pow'rs, 
Of chryſtal Floods and ſhady Bow'rs, 
No more ſhall here preſide: 
The flowing Wave, and l ing Green, 
Ove only to their preſent Queen 
Their Safety and their Pride, 


United Air, and Pleaſures bring, 

Of tender Note, and tune ful String, 
All your Arts devoced are 

To move the Innocent and Fair: 
While they receive the pleaſing Wound, 
Eccho repeats the dying Sound. 


« 
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SONG XX. 


8 K not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
So long delays her Flow ra to bear? 


Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, 
And Winter Storms invert the Year? 
chloris is gone, and Fate provides 


To make it Spring where ſhe reſides, - 


ce 


of ENnecLi38n SoxGs. . 
(bloris is gone, theicruel Nair; . 
She caſt not bachꝰ a pity ĩug Byes 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, 3 
To ſigh, to'languilly; and to dis: 7 15 
Ab, how can thoſe fair Byes endure 
To give the Wounds they will not cure! 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 
A Face that can all Hoarrscommand, | | 

That all Religions can-invade;, ' 92 
And change the Laws — . 

Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch Po.” before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 


when chloris to the Temple comes, 
Adoring Crowds before. her fall; 4 
$he can reſtore the Dead | from. Tombs, 7 
And ev'ry Life but mine recal: 
Tonly am by Love deſign d 
To be the victim for Mankind. 


* Th — — 
SONG XXIV. 
=” how Lag WR 
Unruly, fiexce Defirgf / 


My Spirits feel ſome wond'rous Change, | 
My Heart is all on Fire. | 


—— — 


Now all my wifer Thoughts; aways 
lo vain your Tale ye tel. 
D 2 
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Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay; 
Love's ſoppiſh Part, farewel. 1 


Suppoſe one Week's Delay Sat _ 
All that my Wiſbes move, 

Oh! who ſo long a time can live, 
Stretch'd on the Rack, on Love? 
Her Soul, perhaps, fs too ſublims 
To like ſuch laviſh Fear; 13 
Diſcret ion, Prudence, all is crime, 

If once condemn'd by her. 


When Honour does the Soldier call 
To ſome unequal Fight, 

Reſoly'd to conquer, or to fall, 
Before his Ger rab Sight „ —— 


Advanc'd the * Hers e: a 

Or if ill Fate denies, = 
The noble Raſhneſs Heav'n 8 
And gloriouſly he wm 
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s ON XXV. 


Ighing and languiſhing I lay, 

8 A Stranger grown to all Delight z 

Paſſing in tedious Thoughts the Day, 
And with unquiet Dreams the Nights | 


* 1 7 
= 
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For your dear ſake, my only Cars 7 
was how my conſtant Love to hide: 

and ever droopiug with Deſpair, _ . 
Negleed all the Worldr beſide; | ' + 


Till, like ſome Angel. from above, 
Your Mercy came to my Relief; 

And then I found the Joys of Love 
Can make Amends-for all the Grief, 


I! 


Thoſe pleaſing Hopes I now purſue, 
Might fail, if you cou'd prove-unjuſt 3 
But Promiſes from Heav'n, and you, 


Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt? 


ere all my Doubts and Troubles end; 
That tender Sigh my Soul aſſures; 

Nor am I va in, ſince I depend | 
Not on my own Deſert, but youre; 


—ͤ—ͤ— 8 - — _ — 
SONG XXVE- - 
"A L KE Children in a Starry Night, 
When I beheld thoſe Eyes before, 


gd with Wonder and Delight, 
Iaſenſible of all their Pow'r. 


| play'd about the Flame fo long, — : 
A: length I felt che ſcorching Fire ; 


D 3 


I. Cerrierich 


My Hopes grew "weak, my Paſſion — 
And 1 lay dying wi da. 205 * 


By all the Help of bung Md 
I juſt recover'd ſo much Sento 

As to avoid, with heavy Heart, 
The fair but fatal Influence. 


But, ſince you ſhine away Deſpair, 
And now my Sigbs no longer ſhun, 
No Per ſian in his zealous Pray'r, 
So much adores the rifing Sun, 


If once again my Vows diſpleaſe, 
There never was ſo loſt a Lover; 

In Love, that Ianguiſhing Diſeaſe, 
A ſad Relapſe we ne er recover. 


SONG XXVI. 


RUEL UAnynta, can you ſee 
A Heart thus torn, which you betray's? 
Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
But thro? your Eyes the Conqueſt made, 


In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles. 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they, 


Who much Security beguilys, 


* 
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Ejected as true Conyerts „ 
D But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd; 


>, Faireſt, at your Feet I lie, 
of all my Sex's Faults albam'd, © 


oo long, alas! have I defy'd 

The Force of Love's almighty Flame; 
And often did aloud deride © | 
His Godhead, as an empty Name. | 


But ſince ſo freely I confeſs - 

A Crime, which may your Scorn produce, 
allow me now to make it leſs, 

By any juſt and fair Excuſe, 


I then did vulgar Joys purſue, 
Variety was all my Bliſs 3 

but ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs? 


\ 


If ever now my wand'ring Eyes 
Search out Temprations as before; 
Ii once 1 look, but to deſpiſe 
Their Charms, and value yours the more; 


d? 


May ſad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrovgs on faithleſs me; 
fnd, what I tremble ey'n to name, 

May I loſe all, in loſing thee, 


* 
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OUNG civiana, gay. and fair, 
Known for her Wit, and well-bred Ait, | 
A Viſit made one Day; 
Where mon, with an ankward Mien, 
Unluckify for him, came in, 
His Folly to betray. 


He bow'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But wou'd all round ſalute the Fair, 
Not only thoſe he knew; 
The Viſited ; but the gay Belle, 
The Viſiter; ah, Shame tg tell! 
The Blockhead kiſs'd her too. 


And, what was work or was as bad, 

The reſt, by his Example. led, 
Repeated the Aﬀerontz 

The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhew, . 

She ſoapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow z 
Such Rudeneſs, fie upon't! 


Fair one, while thus your Anger butns, 
If Cymon to the Place returns, 

As ſoon, no doubt, he will; 
Be there with twenty Virgins more 
For Kiſſes three inflict three ſcore, 

You can't uſe him too ill. 


Do, at the ſelf-ſame time and place, 
That all may witneſs bis Diſgrace, 
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eee et 151 ut 
ich throbbing Heart, che \guiley, Clown 

all your impartial Joſtite own, _ 

d fit him. down content. 


W 


oN „NK... 
HY all this Pride and Scorn,, Mig! 7— 


Your Siſter's fair, tis true; 
vt Gill to boaſt of Charms or Wit, 
What juſt Pretence have maps 


' 


ſith equal Right the livid Moon 

Might boaſt her borrow'd Light; 

id fancy, tho' the Sun ne er ſhone ö 

The World would * her beight.7 zue 
KG 

ak down, ye Great, when Titles crown! ; 0 

Some Pity on her ſhew 3 

he'd quit, (on! do not on her frown) ) 

Her Friend, or G, for _ | 


SONG XXXI. 


p AMON ask'd me bur once, and I faintly * 
deny'd, 

tolving to ſnap him the next time he try'd 3. 

At alas! he's determin'd to ask me no more, 

ul tow makes his Court to the fair Leongre, 


34 A Cotten 
nut howe'er I'll not grieve; fotiPadfolly aur 
He ne'er would hu take a Muſd ar her Wort: 


Tho' he's fawning and crĩngiug l' venture tc fay 
The Lover is cold that will take the firſt-Nay,. 


Had his Love been ſincere, and he really in Pain, 
I'm ſure he'd have ask*'d me aga ĩn and again: 

So adieu, let him go, for I n&er will be vex'l; 
The Swain that's in earneſt, allows for the Sex; 


. 
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SONG XXX. 


Ithout AﬀeRarion, - gay, bonn 
Pre 

Wichout Pride or Meanneſs, familiar nod wii 

Without Form obliging, good-narur'd and free; 

Without Art; as lovely as lovely can be. 


She acts what ſhe thinks, and thinks what | 


ſays, — 
Regardleſs alike both of Cenſure and Prailes| 
But her Thoughts, n Words, and her ! 
are ſuch, ) 
That none can admire FD, or praiſe chen 
-” "ns Ane 
Fro 
Th 
Rut 
0 


oe Evelin Sons. WW 
SONG. "XXXUI, | 


Enteel-in*Perſonage, |. e 

Condu@'aud-Equipage, 
Noble by Heritage, 10 | 
Gen'rous and fre. | AE 


Fave, not romantick, + 

Learn'd, not pedantick, 

Gay, but not frantick, 
This muſt be he, 


Honour maintaining, 
Meanneſs diſdaining, > 
Kill entertaining, 

Engaging and new, 
Neat but not fnical, 
Sage, but not cynical, 
Never tyrannical, 

But ever tie. a A004 a2 


* 1 
* - "Io "- * 
— * 9 * 


SON G XXXIV. ' 
HEN London's famous Town 


ls almoſt leſt alone, 
And Beaus and Belles retreat? 
From Duns and empty Street, 
The founder'd Hack, and tuſſy Cheiſt, 1 


Runs to fair Mindſor, there to gaze, 


Oer Hounſlow- Hearb away, 
It no C-tier * us ſtay; 


36 * A®Covtfteriow 
We ſoon the Hill aſcend, op. 
And there's our Journey's end N 
The Ton · hall firſt ſaluſes our Ear, 
Wich chund'r ing Oaths of Gtenadier i. 


7 
100 


453211 0 
The Hoſtler he's in Sight. , 
Before we mean to light; 
The Barber ſpies his Prey, 
The Shoe-boy's in your way; 
And ev'ry Sharper in the Place, 
Stares us fiercely in the Face, 


Then to the Coffee-Room, 
There's Powder and Perfumes. p 
Where pamper'd Minions prate, wy 

Of Britain's happy stat; 

Who Trade's Decay nor Taxes feel, 

But drink and wh—re, and cry, all': we 


We view the Caſtle round, 
Wich Froſpects that aboundz _ 

e ſee the championꝰs Hel, - 
And ev*ry Noble's Stall; 7 /) 
Where holy Mea unite in Mr 
While Booted 25 crobd in to ſtars, | 


The Mermaid, Bet wid Hare, © 
Our Purſes ſure make ſmarts * pn 
High Bills without 'Controul, * 
For Wine, Fiſh, Fleſh and er! 3 

And when we bid the Houſe farewel, 
They hardly ring the welcome Knell. 


* 


of ENGLISH SoNGs. 37 
w Aſembly and the Park | 


Supply each wanton Spark 
wich Damſels for Delight, 


1 Honour of the: Knight, 
he Story's true, I do not forge, 


h Laſk ar Night muſt mount St, George, : 


SONG XXXV. 

AIR Maidens, O! beware 

F Of uſing Men too welll- 

Their Pride is all their Care, 

They only kiſs to tall. ) 

How hard the Virgin's Fat? 
While ev'ry way undone; 

The coy grow out of Date, 

_ re " if they're won. | 


12 1 : 
4 * * 0 - muß = = «+ - — 
* 
o 


SONG XXXVI. 
ACCHUS, God of mortal Pleaſure, * 
Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, * 
How I long for t'other Quart. 
Drowſy Waiter, 
Since tis no later, 


Why ſhould good Compenions part? | 


He that's willing, 
Whip a Shilling, 
E 


1 * 


38 "A Correcrion 


Follow this Example rounds  — |  ' We 

If you wear a lib'ral Spirit. 0 
Put about the gen'rous Claret, © © | 

After Death no Drinking's found,  ' o 

7 = ——— We 

SONG XXXvi WK. 


Pox of this fooling and plotting of late, 
What a Pother and Stir has it kept i in the 
State! 


Let the Rabble run mad with guſpicions andFee, 


Let them ſcuffle and jar, till they go by the Bai 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pe, Or 
$0 I can enjoy my dear Bottle at N f — 
What Coxcombs were thoſe who would If t 
their Eaſe, Goc 
Ind their Necks for a Toy, 2 thin Wafer uu ©" 
Maſs? 
At old Tyburn they never had FE to ſwing, | - 
Had they been but true Subjects to Driok and theit 4 
King: 
A Friend and a Bottle is all my - peſign "ol = 
He has no Room for Treaſon, that's e 
Wine, He 
I mind not the aan and Makers of Lawn Mo 
Let chem fic or prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe: A 
Let them dama us to Woollen, I'll never repins 4 


Aj my Lodging when wa alive L have Wine 


— 


* 


ef EncL138n Sones. 39 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear 
To curſe them for making my Claret ſo dear. 1 


mind not grave Aſſes, who idly debate 

About Right and Succeſſion, the Trifles of State, 
We've a good King already, and he deſerves Laugh» 
ter, 

That will crouble his Head about who Gall come 
after : 

Come here's to his Health, and I wiſh he may be 
As free from all Care 20d all Trouble as we. 


What care I how League with the Hollanders go? 

Or Intrigues betwixt SYDNEY and Monkieur 

HAvaux 2? . : 
What concerns it my Drinking, if caſel be ſold, | 
If the Conqueror take it by Storm or by Gold? ' |. 

Good Bourdeaux alone is the Place that I mind; 

And when the Fleet's coming I pray for a Wind. 


The Bully of France, that aſpires to Renown, / | 
By dull cutting of Throats, and vent*ring his own, 9 
le him 6ghe and be damn", and make Marches | 
and treat, «| | 
To afford the Newſmongers and Collee-touls 
Chats 1 
He's but a brave Wreteh, while I am more free, 
More an and a thouſand times happier than he. 


Come he, or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, | 
Or come Faggot and Stake, I care not a Groatz | 


4 
5 2 


go. charmin 
Ne'et think that in Smathfield 1 Porters willhai 
No, I ſwear, Mr. Fox, pray excuſe me for that. 


Pll drink in Defiance of Gibbet and Halter; 
This i is the Profeſſion chat never will air, Chat 


— — . 


8 0 N G XXXVIl l. 
Oung Bacchus, when 3 EY his 
- 4; 
Proclaimed a nights read; 
The firſt that appear'd was 8 Man of the Gown, 


A jolly porochial Prieſts : - 
He fill'd up his Bowl, drank 4 Health to the 


Church, 
Prefecring it to the King, 
Altho' ho long fiace had left both in the Lurch, 
Vet he tanced like any thing. Wt 


i 


The next was a talkative Blade (whom we call | 
A Doctor of the civil Law) Thi 

He guzzPd and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drawer could draw; / 
Dut a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny'd, Key 
'Tho' luſtily he could ſwill, 5 

Becauſe, till the faſter the Quality dy d, 

It brought the more Grift to his Mill, # 
The next a Phyſician to Ladies and Lords, W 
W bo eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 


And conjures Diſtempers away Wich hard Words, 
Which he knows is the Head of his Gain; 


of ENGLISH Sonos. 44 
re ſtept from his Coach, fill'd e to the 


Brim, __ + Kh 
And quaffing did freely agree, * 
(har Bacchus, who gave us ſuch Cordial to fuk. 
Was a better Phyſician than he. 


che next was 2 Juſtice who never read Law, 
Wich twenty Informers behind, 

on free-colt he rippl'd, and ſtill bid them'draw, 
Till bis Worſhip had drank himſeli blind; 
hen reeling away, they rambl'd-in queſt 
of Drunkards and J ilts of the Town, - | 
bat they might be puniſh'd, to frighten the xelt, 


Except hay would drop him a Crown, . 


de fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
ch, By Tallymen chiefly employ'd, | 
Who lengthen'd his Bill with co-by and . 


draw, 
all And a thouſand ſuch Items beſide z' © 
The Healths that he drank, were to Weſtminſter: 
Hall, 


And to all the grave Dons of the Gen 11 
leyendum i in Petro, durendum in? aul, : 
Such Lain ſure en known.” 1 3 


44 


The laſt that appear'd 2 a S6later i in rod, * | 
With his Hair doubl'd under his Hat, | 
Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made, 
Tho? as hungry and poor as a Rat ?; 
E 3 


— Torreenton 
He fw dre by bis Gd, tho" h INN by fits Ring, 
Or the Help of ſome impudent Punk, 


That he would not depart, rill he —_ the Bin 


ſing, 
And himſelf moſt confoundedly wie; 


E 0 N G XXXIX. 


Fr ye well all zmorons Troubles, 
I I'm refolv'd to ſhake off Cupid; 
Pl] no, more prize 
Belinda Eyes, 
Thoſe Charms that made me ſtupid. 
Love, depart 
From my Heurt, 
And releaſe my free-born Soul * : 
= 6 
Liberty, 


Liberty's in a flowing Bowl. 


Love will make the wiſe Man fooliſh, 

And will rob the ſtrong of Vigour z, 
But he grows bright. 
And ſtrong to fight, | 

Who drinks the ſparkling MG 
Love, Ge. f 


a Yee the whining Lover, Solus, 


To the Woods and the Rivers ghiogs 
4 


{ 


of E N'G rien Sen 6s. 43 
While I among IG UE St | 111 woe 
- A jovial Throng 241 


e' Bleſſings am enjoying. 
Love, Ge. n 


Ting, 


© Burt 


Then fill up a gen'rous Bumper, 

That will blithe and merry make us, 
t Lovers ſpy 

Love s in an Bye, | 

A Glaſs ſhews us a Bacchus, 

Love, Cc. 


— 


SONG XL. 
Swain untaughrt in Arts of Love, 
Whom Love con'd ne er ſubdue, 
Nſequious bows, but never dies, 


0k pleaſing views with wiſhing * 
Myra and Chloe too. 


The ſoothing Virgin, at whoſe Feet 

The Youth firſt lowly fell, .  _ 
With courting Eyes and ſmooth Deceit 
His ev'ry Offer ſeem to: groet, 

And liſten to his Tale. 


But chloe ſhe a wanton Fair, 

Whoſe Beauties well prevail'd, 
With way'ring Mind oft Love deny'd, 
And it her ſecrer Heart comply d, 

Let Affectation fail'd, 


44 4 CoLLEcrion: 
Now truſt me, fair one, wou'd ye wiſñ̃ 
The Swain might ceaſe to a1. ' 
Of Reddy Temper always be; N. 
From fooliſh Affoctation fre, 
And each with Caution love. J- 


| Let Chloe leave affecting Pride, 
Myra from Fraud repair; _ 
His Heart (believe) howeꝰer it burns, 
To one of you at length returns, 
And ſeeks its Boſom there, 


SONG KXLI. 
AY, all ye Friends chat now are met 
Around this ſparkling Bowl, 


Does any ſad unhappy Fate 
Lag heavy on the Soul. 


Does any here the Lover mourn 
Of ſome imperious Fair, 

Who treats his Offerings wich Scorn, 
And kills him b | 


Or is there any weary'd Ming” 1971 yn: 
With Poverty ſo great, idee 
As keeps his Joys too cloſe confin'd, 
In ſlaviſh Goals of Debt? , 


If ſo, drink twice a fingle da, 1 
Quick toſs the Liquor round, a 


42441 4 TEINS * 


Evert Soxgs. 
14 you ſhall find chat tu pid Care 
wil preſently be drown'd.” J 


| ſee the Bowl with pleaſing 5miles 
mite us to 4 Bliſsz/ Bib . 


cloudy Sorrows it beguiles, 
And flows all W ö 


e join in Chorus, to the Praiſe 
0 the great Godꝰof Wine; 

) jolly Bacchus ! pow'rful God, 
all Happineſs is thine, 


SONG XLII. 
OU Fair, ho play Tricks to be fairer, fro 
near, | q 


$2 Warning co ramper no more, you ſhall * 
Vhat a Prank of this kind had one like "a 


colt, | 
lod the beſt in all Chriſtendom had like to have 
lot, Derry downs | 


know what is good to aſſiſt the Digeſtion, . 
dclea; Poets Brains, and a Lady's Complexion 4 
name it out- right, I've been told tis not clean. 
ind none are ſo dull not to know what I mean. 


mph who ne'er yet work'd in Hymen's n 
Yoke, | 1 
oheighten her Charms, once chis Med'cing be 
ſpoke; 


46 4 CoLLEctioN., 
She's chaſte, and ſhe's fir, and vinhn 


nour, 


| Who an wiſhes to 115 Man upon ber. 


None hold it abſurd, chat to brighten her Fact, 
She ſhould think of applying a Waſh to her 4. 
If a fair Flower droops, to enliven the Shoot, 
Tou touch not the Top. der yu water the Roo, 


The thiogs were al dg. de Nymphe on her de 
Her B — lay exalted, and low lay her Head 
Her Coats o'er her Neck were conyenien! 
thrown, 
And I wgu'd, but I dare not, tell all that 
ſhown, * 
a j of 
The Maid now approaches, to begin Operatia, 


No Monarch, I ween, but might covet the Statia 


Laud! what are ye fumbling ? ſhe cry'd, J. 
come, 
If you follow your Noſe, you're as ſure at f 6 


With your Hand try the Heat tho before youl 
gin, 
And 'for G--"s ſake take care co greaſe well: 
Machine; 7 * 
For your thing is ſo ſtiff, 404 my Hole is foſme 
If you enter too roughly, I ſarely ſhall ſquaul. 


Never doubt of my Caution, poor Betty reply i 
. lend your Hand, my dear v 2 __ that ny 
de my Guide; FI £37 H 33 | 


— 


— , 
g L 


of ExeLis# Sones. 47 
6 lene ber ber Hand,” and Miſs gave her ber 


Cue 
n her pulineſs, alas: Berty sthing wou'd not do, 


Pace, s chruſt in as far as tou d go, but in ey 
4. iſs cry d, 1 feel nothing, good Berry, | but Pain; 
ot, d ſuch Pain, that not more I believe 'rwould 
have colt, | 
ere 2 Man on the Bed, and my — vob. 


us open the Bladder - the Devil, what $ hero? - 
view rel! Vinegar ſure ls this, Betty, your care? 
rey ſee all the Liquor is turn'd to a Curd, 

uno Wonder the ang don't prove worth 2 
T--d, 


bw the old Proverb loo that A8 ſh----n Luck's | 
1. che Mel cine, had ſurely forch'd | 
rale is its Nature, if once that __ 
veel had flea'd me al] around to 5 Hair. 


. den Danger was near, £ thanks re for the F4 


Scape, 4 
could not have been dtn. had is you bons 
Rape. 

ten I'll try no more Tricks, but let a Pres 
vail, 7 


or it ſhan't be « Maid un pokes en 
T.. I. =: 125, 


A. CoLbnevia 


1 _— n 2 £4 4 1 


30 ſhe grell, and away to the Circle at C. -i 
— brighteſt of all, where the brighteſt ref 
Nor. wanted to borrow Aſſiſtance from An, 
To — OE * and attack my Hear, 


mne. 


8s ON G XLIll. 


HAT care I for Affairs of State, 
VY Or whois rich, or who is great! 
How far abroad th' Ambitious roam, 

To bring both Gold and Silver home! 
What iet to me, if France or Spain 
Conſents to Peace, or War maintain? 

1 pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 
And wiſh all well at, Gibraltar gra 
But mind a Cardinal no more 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore : | 


4 And let who will the World conteſt, 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream ob! let me r 
My Liberty, and feed my Sheep: :: 
A ſhady Walk, well lin'd with Trees; 
A Garden with a Range of Bees; 

An Orchard which good Apples bears, 

When Spring a long green Mantle wears. 
Where Winters never are ſeveres' 
Good Barley Land to make good Beer; 
With Baterzinment for a Friend, | 


4 


* — 3 — — 
——— —DÄͤ—mFH 


3 


-#u4 
_————— — — —ͤ 
Cos —— — 
EG a Se 
—— —— : 


In; honeſt Baſe, and home-ſpun Grey, 
And let the Ev'ning crown the Day. 


a —— - 
a Mea” 5 


. * 
-- M9 by 
— ww = 
— _— 4 
— - 4 
— 1 8 
—— — — L 
—— — ca. n 
- 5 
. 


Grant me, ye Pow'rs, but Health and Red, 1 


15 


In Peace to ſpend my latter Rad ; Aer 


hes 


lg 


prese Sous Cy 
5 1. 91212 ed nit s 2b 


＋ 8 O. N & XIV. 7 
Hould I die by the Force of good ni | 
'Tis e when 1 fall, ch Er ata Tun be my A 


a ag ty böte, bitt a 781 
Engraye this Sto on iy Tomb: r 
Rere lier a Body, once ſo brave, ”_ at 
ho with drinking made bis — © | 


Fince thus to die wilt purchaſe Fame, mg _ 
nd raiſe an everlaſting Name, ate, d 

Drink away, drink away, artok, 1 ef} + 

lad dare to be nobly inter d: 3G bun _—_ 
Let Mifers and Slaves Kg 9 
Sneak into their Graves, |' /'! | abe 42H . 
Ind rot "IF Church Yard, - :o4T | 


* * 
Nee I ee 1 clays 


28.050 N G NLV. . 


tak dealt den che fig of Geer May; 
Beneath a ſteep Meuptain, pM 

Beſide a clear Fountain. Ar 

heard a grave Lute ſoft, Melody play, P RY 

ſail the Eccho.refounded che dolopous kr 


leds ni ff} yo 


| 
f 
(| 


* 


Men d and er . 
With Aſpe& diſtreſſed, 2 
And Spirits oppreſſed, . a | 


D . 7 s 4 = E 9 1 
Fi +6 + @as ef 4 „ et * 
* 


$ aA COLLECTION, 
Seem'd clearing afreſb, like the Skie after Rain 


And thus he diſcover'd Wem 
| Pain, 324 1 ft 


a Moy why wal" 
Thar a Maid much aboye me 6 20716 fa 
|  Vouchſafes not to love mo ir 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never cou'd ſhine, = 
Then why ſhou'd I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No! henceforth Eſteem ſhall govery Defry * IF 
And in due Subje&ion, 
Retain warm Affection, 

To ſbew that Selſ- love inflames not my Fire, 

And that no other Swain can more humbly « ni 


When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in r nuf. 
Then Quiet returning | 
„ball huſk wy ſad Mourning, 
And, Lord of my ſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 
I'll hug the Condition that Hevn thinks beſt. 


Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refs, 
May ſtil] be reſpected, 
Tho' Love is rejected: 
Elixa ſhall own, tho' to Love not inclin'd, 
ii 


r Ab 
wooe 


ILL 


With proſp'rous Endeavour, '' > * By 


And gain her dear Favour, 


Enes Soxes. Fl 
Luow as well as I What t' ZIA is dus, 
Ie much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, | 
Sweet Liberty reſting, * "oh! 
On calmeſt Peace feaſting 5 * ' */ 
Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears; 


lis, u Hopes of Heaven's Blifſes I'll ſpend — few ' 


"6? Years. eng foto vr» 1132 i 
LA . 23 vs ** 8X 
Ile Powers that 1 
Come aid me with Patience, 
To bear my Vexationsz © 
With equal Defires my fluer'ring Heart Ane 
Vich Sentiments pureſt uy Nocions improve. 
od 23 ayra i] 
love in bs Ftror o'r ach me gie. ©) of 
May Courage protect me, | 3$ 12 
gt And Prudence direct me; [2 en ry 
Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain” 
. do grew happily wiſe after loving i in vain. 


—_—— 


SONG XLVI. Wl 


Irn broken Words, ant down-cat Eye, 
Poor Collin ſpoke his Paſſion tender ; 

And, parting from bis Griffy, cries, + 
ah! woe's my Heart that we ſhould nder. 

To others 1 am cold as Snow, 


F a: 1. tb 7 1 


18 
= — — — - 


Bu kindle with chine Eyes like Tindec: Q ? 22 | 


$3 J Col rte 
From thee with Num fore d to fog - 
I: breaks my, Hearr eg wel fund; - 


Chain'd co thy Charms, I cannot range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder, / 

Nor Time nor Place ſhall ever change | 
My Vows, tho” we're oblig'd to ſunder, 

The Image of thy graceful Kir, 70 
And Beauties which invite our Wonder, 

Thy lively Wit and Prudence rare, 
Shall tiilIbo/prefenc, theb ebe 

ed, 9; 36.7] t 

Dear Nymph, believe. * 1 * 
Vou'll neter engage a Heart that's kinder; 

Then ſeal a Promiſe with es 
Always to love me, 'tho' we fander. 

Ye Gods, take care. of my dear Laſs;  * - 
That as I leave ber Lmay find her, 

When that bleſt Time: ſhall come to paſt, 
We'll meet again, and never under. 


* 0 * 


1 0 N G XLVII. 


Elie ve ur sb ab Tela, my Dear, 
B Retieve' the Heart yoiD en T 
nelieve my vowe to yon fincers} > © 

Or, Maggy, I'm undone © © 
Yor ſay I'm fickle, and apt to change, 
At ev'ry Face that's new © _ | 
But of all the Girls I ever fw. thai ad 
I ne'er loy'd one but you. 4 


f Enerien Sones. 73 
Ice, Co (3.4 
1655 Heart was but a Lump of 2 
* : * warm d by your bright Eyes 3 | | * 
bat ab! it kindled . 21 4 10 * 
A Hane which never ar 
„take me, try me, and you will find, 
Tho' you ſay that I'm not true, 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
| ne'er lov'd one but you. 


80 N 0 XL VII. —_— 
WAS on a Sun-ſhine Summer's Day, 


When ev'ry Free lool d green and ga 
te Morning bluſn'd on Phabas' * . ug 


9 


Juſt then deſcended from the Skies, wil 4 | 
u Strephon did a hunting ride, a ? Dante * 3 1 
lonely Cottage be eſpy d, ye | = Jute 5 1 

Where lovely Chloe ſpinning ſat, Bang HE 

Fit lan her e e. * 


ic Fae te chouland Beanies con. ; 50H. © © x 
ler curling Hair was lovely brown ; ;\N} I 
Her Byes all other Hearts did win; 2423 1 991 


eee Down of Swan her Sin g DEL 
\ © {Wo taking ber plain Dreſs appears, | 
Her Age not paſſin g Sixteen Years, 
The Swain — Sghing at her Feet, 
Wal Ri he ana hey Wheel abone. 
14 e 
F 3 | 32 


14 us; 2 


Come, come to Court with 

Partake m — — 

— 2 rural Life here b 121 4 

4429 ndr. * 
Wich this = Coen 'madeſt Sight, © b a 


She turn'd to bim herlovely Eyes, 9 
'Tempt me no more, dear Sir, ſhe PR Ji 
Nor ſeek my Weakneſs to ſurprize: © 
Lknow Men A nt to be beliey'd, 

I know that Virgins are deceiv'd, ? 
Therefore lormemy Life wear 5 2 
Aud turn my barmlefs Wheel about, WD 


On this deer panting Breaſt; — 1 
While yet he foem'd Widelity; gud 
Nay, by my Soul, .which reſts a it; 
That cannot, muſt nt, Jhall not be. 
HFis cunning Tongue fo play'd "RR tt. 
He gain'd Admiſſion to her Hearty: g 
That now ſhe thinks it i no Sie 
To take Loves fatal Poiſon in: 

Zut ah! too foon ſhe found ber Fault, 
Wben he her Charms bad ſoon forgot, = 
Aud left ber, ene the Year was but, 

In Tear to turn her Wheel about, 


Frag RAT 


K. 


C3 


of beende gen * 


0 N XIAx. 24851 
5 244% 21 
qucke AW boot _— 


hey odds asP 


Ia all the Nun ring r to Win ye, 
But Jockey only to his Arme, 

Neer a Lad in afl 

Was in ſo happy a Station 

4 Jockey, when in the Se "7 
Of Jenny | in her, early s 3 2 


the Nation 


37 


Jnny. Had you fill atdrefk me, : 
Asonce you careſs d me, bs hey 
None other Lad had er poſeff me, © * 

But thine alone I now had been; . 


= —— — 4 


fill ever been in Vogue w'ye, 
d bad ye let none 0 
Nor rambled after Laber ove, 
Id ſped as well. as any — bh 


5% Megey of Dunfermling | 
dom my only Darling, | 

bo Giogs'as ſweet, as any $tacling, ; 

Aud danges with  bopny Air; 
14 is ſo kind and tender, 

If Fate was ready no. to end hr 
d I but from the Scroke dyfend her, 
Id die if he would Moggy fyare. - At 

« Camney me cnteſſrs, 
Mai Bagpipe ſo pleaſes, 
my poor Heart ne ex at Eaſe is, 


56 4 Coltaerion 
But when we are together baith z 

I'd ſo heartily befriend bimj - 

If Fate was ready now to end him, | 

Cou'd I but from the Stroke defend bim, 
Ten thouſand times I'd ſuffer Death, 


Fockey, Come, let's leave off this Fooling, 
My Heart ne'er was cooling, 
None ever there but thee was ruling, 

But thus our Hearts we fondly try 
Fenny. To thy Arms if I ſhou'd E ws; | 
Shou'd all the Laigds i'th' Land adore me, 
Nay, our good King himſelf ſue forme, . 


rr 


With thee I'd ever live hal. 4 

8 0 N 6 1. 1 

| 

K fair hd Nymaphs, d ye Bean . 

* deceive em, 1 

Who with Paſſion engage, and without Nan. 
leave 'em, 


Draw near, and attend, how the Hero Ling 


Was foil'd by « Gitly/tho' at + «yen Conf 
wi | His) 
Creſts, Motto's, Supporters, und | Too lues, 
And deeply was ſtudy'd in old Pedigree: d 
He wou'd fit a whole Ev'tipg, and, not Aue 
Rapture, # Miſs 


Tell who begot whom, to the end of the Chapter. 


: 


of ENSII u SONGS F 
fuming his Tables, aug: griev'd 


ly. ano 169.) 2 Fr SEL © 
the Mas died Celebs, & elle fine rale: 
Ltlaſt, having trac'd others Families dowa, 


i: began to have Thooghes of increafing bis om. 


\ Damſel be choſe,” not tod ſlow of Belief, ' 7 
A f4in wou'd be deem'd her Admirer ia chief: 
blazon'd his Suit, and the Bum of his Tale 

Na is Field aud ber Field, join'd party per 1 


| 1 Stile, to tie faſter the Nooſe, 

e next would attack her in ſoſt Billet-doux : 
His teen and Sable were laid quite afide 3 

ain Englzſh he e and in e black and 


white, | I 8 ) ſh 


rtr 


lgriaſt ſuch Archievements what Beauty could 
fence? 

0: 8ho would have thought i 10 825 20 but Pretence? 

His Pain to relieve, and Fulfil hig Deſire, 


The Lady agreed to join Hands with the "Squire." | 


The Squire, in a Fret, that the Jett wet fo fo far, 

Confider'd, with ſpeed, how to put in a Bart 

His Word bound not M, ſince bers ad uot. conf 
her; ; - 6 7. 11 

lud that is plain Law, becauſe Mifs is a Minor. F 


Kiſs brickly reply d, 8 * was too 

lf ſhe who is a Minor, may not be a Wm 

la Law then confiding, The took it rl 

by Juſtice, to mend theſe fou Breaches of Honour. 


* 


. | * 
$8 4 Corrzerion 
She handled bim ſo, that few would (I warnt) 
Have been in his Coat, on ſo ſleeveleſs an Eumal. 
She made him give Bond for ſtamy'd Argent 
Or, 


And ſabled his Shield, with Gules blazon'd f 


Ye Heralds, produce, from te Gnref the 
mans, 

In alt your Ranoodey bee 

Or if without Inſtance the Caſe is we touch on; 

Let this be ſer down as lot is bis Stehen 


ah. — 


S8 ON G LI. 


Y Maſters give Ear, 
And à Story you'll hear 
Of a fine Raree-Show and a Garter 
Ne er was ſeen ſuch a Sight, 
Since Tom Thumb was a Knight, 
In the Days of oũr noble King Art bur. 


When King George was abroad, 

Twas a Seaſon thought good, | 
To ſhew us King Robi in Glory, 2 

Wich his Squires in a Row, _ - ** 


And bis Knights two by n. 
u th guns rudy. 17:49 » 


— ded upped, 
| — — 


of ENGLISH sone 9 


And who would not be ſtill 1 — 
For the Civil-Liſt Bill 11 SA 


ee am Com? 


They all walk'd, but their Prince. 

Did with Riding diſpenſe, 1 
uud with Bathing, a troubleſome Rite ; 
For he knew 'twas in vain, 

They cou'd ne er be waſh'd clean, 

w more than a Black-a-moor white-a, 


ſa the Abbey that Day 
Men did all things but pray | 
ere was Ale, Wine, and Gin for tho Rabble, 
Such Doings unclean | 
la a Church ne er was ſeen, 

uct the Days that old Paul's was a Sable. 


[a the Illes, if you pleaſe, 
Yo your Bodies might eaſe, 


biting = iu of you Betters, 
0 Staxbope ! had'ſt hon 
been alive but till now, 2 
o have ſeen a Jakeomade af Be. en 


ha old Way they all look 

Thro'a blind crooked Noa 

| the Church, for their Robes to E "wh 
Bet then Scaffolds had they, 

To dire them the Way, 


1 or never had been-a. 2 


@ Omer 
After this, they. allitbok 5. Linyuy 7 ! 
An odd Oath with the Book,'- i -r 
In the r 1 
To be true all their Lives 
To all Women bat Wise, 7 v ths 
barry bn} _ F 
Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their S6vereign's Cook” . N 
Was to hack off the S puts of each n oh 
But *twas much if he cou d, PLE 
For his Eyes muſt be ood, 5 wal 


To diſcern that they hat an any bs. Us bib r 


Then this being done, nt | aeg 7. ö 
To their Dinner they run „ n 
With Stomachs ſo arp and ſokrenda, | 
Without Grace they Kurz 19 
As they uſed to do; oy * * M7 . 
Never mindiag their Charles the Deans, | 


t 71177 141 TWO 


To the clofing of a i:: 11 | dan. U 
They at Night had a Ball, lt: wd 2 is +4] 
Where their Damſcls were dreſt to cecci ve em: 
What farther was done, Saf th af 


4 * 


Will be better unkaqun, 4 * 
For 'tis Ws Coceng that here we eee 


1 


4} 


of Buourew sener 6 


1 _ 
| SONG Lil. 
Wie . 15 
Prais'd my Charms, and full of Eb, 
e u his Words ſuch Muſick h 1 


3 1 pion grew while Damon ſang . . | n 12 
| Thea he preſt me, 1] 4 17 
How he bleſt me 
Telling me a thouſand Lie 


Of ay Lips, oy Re Sn, G 
ed by the Fire of Youth, _ .. . _, 
, ... MH Thinking all he ſaid was Truth, —— 
er- ee 
1 by the Traitor 2 1 w1917t 
He careſs'd me, i 5 8 J 
And poſſeſt me, 42 12 at 


Rafting all my growing Charms : £ ate 2 
ebe ee. 203.21 


The Anſwer. . why 
W 


| 
HEN ny Lech kr Day | 
In my Arms fo fondly lay, n 
bh Words ſuch Mack kangg | 91 19 
e ; * 22 _ 4 | 


I careſs'4 ber, Nee bauot a 
ö Foudly preſt berg 1 20% 223 6 
* A 220 

f Sov I blefſt my Defting ! ! 7 
& 


62 4 r 
But ſhe now ſo ſtrange is grown, 1 
Looks on me as quite unknown, 

Whilft I Reaſon none cha ſee 46668 
Why the chus fo coy ſhou'd be: — ANN 
Now 1 languiſh, A | 

Pine with An ? 
Sail he ghts my ore a, 
Women are a fickle Kind. Lak, 
so N Lill. 
8 the Delian God 1 
To fam'd Helicon 
From Heav'a's high Court deſcended down, - 
There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 
A Sonata divinely raue; 
When Tbalia touch'd the charming Flute, 
Erato ſtruck the warbling Tute, 
And Clio's Treble joining to'r, 
Made the Harmony beydnd 8 
Then Eaterpe's full Bafs * 
The ſweeriConfort did raiſe, 1 
And wich Piste Senſe lte, 1 
_ Ev'ry Note was enjoy d. 
Nm “Hand was employſd; | 
Wick Sound of Joy the dow Vella mf 
«Apollo gaz'd, and ſilent was bis Tongue; 
Bur, when his dear Calllope ſung, ©, 
Ahl then the God was charm d. 


3 CI 
. * "4; * d g a A 


7 


YEN sone: op x 


- 
* % — 


$0 N. Lv. 


5 0 you fulr a mos bs Whigs" 
We Country- men do write, Y 
And do invite you to come down m 
To taſte of our Delight: : 
The Weather's fine, che Fields are gay, + | + ; 
ard 'ris che pleaſant dat 0 3% 29 2 
T7 Fal, ld, &c. e N . 1 
5 27 4 4 
The Country's now in all its Pride, 
New dreft in lovely Green $f 
The Earth, with key reagents, e. 
Diſplays 2 lovely Scene; 177 167 


A thouſand pretty Flow'rs appear F 
To deck your — cen nate, 1 AY 
Fd, Lal, &c, ow Ws n 
» w__ Is 7 
The Cuckow's pick'd up all the Dirt, 


The Trees are all in Bloomy © 7/7 96 
If rural Mufick can divert; 2 1 0 1 7 
ern Buſh affords a Tune 1D ED. 
' The Turtle's heard in ev'ry Grove, © LE 
| n Milk-maids fing their Songs of | 
1 


q Cori we perſuade you to conte downs, hm 
{bY Our Joys would be:complent 4! oo vE <>. 2 
ar Ladies, leave the noiſy To] ww Ii. 
Audio our Shades retreats * 5 9 a3 


* —— — 
> TY >» - 


"" 


<4 A. 4. De 


Wou'd you but in our Shades appear, Ta 
You'd make ont Fields Elixium Ds uud 
Fal _ ce. f. 
we'll ſhew you all our ran — 
And pleaſant Woods and Springs, 
And lead you to the tuneſul Shades 
Where Philomela ſingsg, E 
Sweet Philomel, whoſe warbling wana 
Excels your Senefino's Note, Tou 
Fal, dal, cc. Tou 


For you we deck ts 

And make our Gardens finez - | 

For you preſerve our choiceſt Plow're, 

That now are in their primo 
The murm'ring Brooks accuſe your Say, 

| Rod Japhyre Ugh for your Miſs a 

Fel, Lab, cr 2 


Dome then, 3 
| Juſt roſe from flow ry Bede ?:; 

Tis better than your Snuff, Nn fer 

a. And all Perfumes exceeds +- - * 

| —— 


20 C% 

yourown fakes, 7 nor fr cu, By 

"The duſty Town foregoy: - | 

Freſh Air wil 2 A 
And make ech Beauty glow z 


Euer isn Soxes. '\&5 
Twill to the Lily add the Roſe, i$+4:T 2 144 W 


jr gh ROSA ed 
fd, Id, &ec. 


— 
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5 ON G. LV. 

ARK! away, tis che merry ton'd Horn 
H Calls the Hunters all up wich the Mory'F 
Tothe Hills and tle Wood-lands they © 14 
To uoharbour che ont-lying Deer. 135 


CHOR.U $: of Hunte. 


- av xd © | 2 
K 21 TJ} wer 16 IZA 
<IL$6 87 Yi Hee 4 
[ £1 YE. Nie I 36 

* 55 


Our Joys know no Bounds,” © I 


While we're after the Hung 
% Mort als on Earth are ſo jolly "TY 


nd the Woods when we be NN 

mie the Hills they all eccho ine A 

Fich a Bounce from bis Cover when hs both. * 

Then our Shouts they reſpund ache Mn 17 

vind all the Day long, * {om ee er © hs 
u 1.4 $210 ant *,, "= 

When we ſweep o'er tha Valles * PS — 

Mus Hearh-breathing n enz | 


Gy * 


7 - - y 


"I C * A 
f . 


| 186 e 4M 0Corieoribin 


What a Joy from dur Labours:ws fe,, o 
| Which alone they che tuſte ear reveal, 0 
&c, 1 1 Dt 
r 
"oy — 1 
/ 
2 705 N 80 "m1 - 
CAKE haſte ad awsy, mine oa Deer 
A7 ake haſte and away, away, 

For all at the Gate x | 
' Your true Love does watt, — 
And 1 prithes mike no Delax. | 
O bon ſhall 1 lest away, ny Loe, wt * 
© how ſhall I ſteal Ol | mn : 
My Daddy is near | A 5 
/ And I dere noe, bod , FAY ** b 6 

© Fray come then another Pay. . 2 
4 5 1 00 
5 L | is the only Day, „t 2 * 5 
* ir the odly. Da! „ 0: 

3 & throw, the Gates wide, . . 

1 way. "Br 4 
r * im Jou may ſteal ay 7. an fs 57 7 
Then peitiee mas- as eng dear BoF r. 
Then prichee make no De; SIE e 7 

We'll ſerve him à Trick, 

For Ill lip in the Nick, © In; 
_ And 6'iy rus Love away, odcr | 


Sa 8 0 


f ENeriswsones. Sy 
ow oi! befriend this lovidg-Pair, : "2 64 
2 dig 0 Cupid befriend em, 'F OP 5 1 A 
Ft May cheir Scraragem tak 
For thine own"ſweer are 0 


"0 0p r? dt T 
r 


—# 4d Amen let all true Reed ſay. 85 
* . 4 20 L 
— —— n Win a 


SONG, VIE mae | 


Eneath a Cypreſs lying. w 6:1 
Young Damon told dan 
While hollow Rocks keplyibg 
Prolong d the mouroful Scrain, 


A The falling Rills, be * 
RN) In Murmurs ſweetly flow 1 
A and Winds, in Concert joining, oO vid 

\ «2 Compos d melodious ww a 


on oi dear Deceloee,” 14329 5 

4 Thou Cauſe of all my Care! 
Otell me! muſt I leave her 
For ever loſe my Fair? 4 


- 
— 
* 
Lg . 1 
— — = = 


1 ! 


| | 
| ib 
[1 = 
j 
f 
yh l 


- - 
||| — — 
„ 22 — 


— ——— — - 
_— — — a —ü > © 
* 5 
= * = = 


7, 000 's I's wt 

Ah! fay, what Habieatian - 2 . | 
Conceals her from my yes? ie, 

Id range the whole Creation 1 4.10 
To find the lovely Prize. | 


11 u all the Works of Nature. N 
Her Equal none can view) 


99 


# | = = 0 1 = 6 ” 
& a< & SS ES @<—46 Ss, 44s 


ak 4 * * 4 * * . | f 
8 4 CoLLECTHon 
: No $pices cer were ſwenter, * 8 5 

nee Aut 


The Smile which Morn Uſcloſen, 
Her Eyes indulgent ed, 
The Bluſh of op' ning Roſes 
— Adorns her Cheeks with Red. 


But thou, the Guardian cruel 
With whom is lodg'd PT | 

Haſt far remoy'd my Jewel, 1 I} 
To bleſi my Sight at exe: 1A 


Yet when the Fates convey mo. 
To Pluto's gloomy Shade, 5 aue N 
- When Rage and Anguiſh r pt 
ws Ghoſt hall orys cho Would)” 1 ei br 
1 &CiÞg;926t 53 700199) 
Shall, when ſhe leeps, befriend ba. 
And all ber Slumbers guide, 2 bg 
r 162 v3.67 
| n 194 0 
Thus all alons . | 
The Lover preſs'd the Plain, 1 a 
While Winds their eee 
W * if 


"He! 2s Ind 
When ſtrait his kart alarming, 
A Nymph was heard to ay, 


{No Muſick, ſweetly charming” 
$uch Notes could e er convey} 


- 
— . 
© 4 
1 * , e * 
1 1 * - 


4 CT 
: 22 Iva 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 
ceaſe, no more ufflict che, | | 

fan give thy Mind Content z ( 
io che Fair direct thee, 1 14 k 
He bow'd, obey d, and went. 3 510 


| 


SONG LVW. ::: 
As down in the Meadow one Morning I paſt, 
O there I beheld a beautiful Laſs, —_ 
ger Age Tam ſure it was ſcarcely Fifreen, - 
id ſhe on her Head wore a Garland of Green; 
er Lips were like Rubies, and as for her Eyes, 
They ſparkled like Diꝰmonds or Stars in the Skies, 
nd as for her Voice, it was charming and clear, 
d ſhe ſung a Song for the Loſs of her Dear: | 


vin does my Love Billy prove falſe and unkind? . 
Nhat makes him to change like che wavering 
Wind? | 
om one that is loyal in ev*ry Degree, 
ſhat makes him to change to another from me? 
)doex he delight in my ſad Overthrow ! | . 
Ir does he delight to torture me ſo? aj ul 
1 Saſan will always prove true to h 


0 


K * 


a” 


ab bat Billy ſhould prove (6 unh 1 
i the Meadows, 23 we were a making of Hey, 2 | 


) there we did paſs the ſweet Minutes away 5 5 
„ he went early to Harrow and n. 
ail him ſweet TG OP 

| L 9 140 * 


| 196 4 CoLtperion 

. O then was I kiſſed, and ſet on bie Knees: * 
| No Man in the World was ſo loving a+ he; | 
I lull'd him to Sleep, and I warch'd himhewtile, 
And when he did wake, tt was with a ſweet halle 


But now he has lefr me, and Fanny the Fair 
Imploys all bis Wiſhes, his Thoughts, and his Cue, 
He kiſſes her Hand, and ſets her on his Knee, 
And fays all the fine things he once ſaid to mey 
But if ſhe believes him, the falſe-hearted Swais 
Will teave her, and then the with me ney any 

plain ; 

Keie more certain, believe, filly s 
Who 0nce bas been folly Sldngeme grow ws 


Her Song being ended, ſhe roſe to be gene, 

| Whenover the Meadow came jolly young Jobs, 
He told her that he was the Joy of bis Liſe, 
And, if ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her tis Wit; 
Wich ſhe not refuſing, to Ghurch they boch went, 

| rr Ctſan content: 

- Moſt Men are like 3 illi. moſk Women bike Sve, 

© And if Men CIOs E Ne 

We 1 . 


NI. 8 
When Phebe went with me wherever I went; 
Ten thouſand ſoft Plegſares 1 felt in / Breaft, 
R op 


Evers Sonos. ym 
hat a marvellous Change on a ſudden I find! 


rhen things were as fine as-cou'd poſſibly be, 
thought *rwas the Spring, but alas! it was ſhe, 


ich ſach a Companion to tend a few Sheep, 1” 
ro aſe up to play, or to lie down to ſleep, - ; 
nas ſo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, 
Heart was as light as a Feather all Dayy 
ut | ſo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown, 
 trangely uneaſy as never was known, 
penis. x and my Joys are all d, 

d wy Heart I am ſure it weighs mere y 
Fit | - 


e Fountain, that wont to run ſacedly 4 
lud dance to ſoft Murmors the Pebbles among; 


hou know'ſt, little Cuped, if Phebe was there, 
was Pleaſure to look at, *twas Muſick to hear g -* 
r = 8 
d, ill as it murmurs, do nothing but chideg 


* 


2 


. 


Pay, 
d when Phebe and I reg 


ow pleaſant their Sporting, how happy the 3 ” 
0 a Sing eee | 


4 F . f 
a "* #4 + »3; 


| it you be ſo chearful ! why L go in Pain ? ST: 3; . ; 
= der with yo Ee 2 


Vden my La bkir md me 44 ofee im "I E * | 


—— — 
| 


J nne 


| Sweet Muſick went with us both all the Wood thro 


Cave every thing elſe its agreeable Sound, 


AA COLLECTION 
But now in their Frolic:s when by me they paſs, 
I fling at their Fleeces an Handfal of Graſs, 
Be ll then, I cry for it makes me quite mad 
To ſec you ſo merry, while L am ſo fad, N 


My Dog I was very well pleaſed to ſee 
Come wagging his Tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to the Dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor Fellow, and patted his Head: 
But now when he's fawning, I with a four Lock 
Cry, Sirrah! and give him a Blow with my Crook 
And I'll give bim another, for why thould not Tre 
Be as dull as bis Maſter, when Phebe's away? 


When walking with Phoebe, what Sights have 
ſeen ! yi X 1 | 6 


What a lovely Appearance the Trees and the Shai 
The Com · fields and Hedges, and ew ry thing made 
But ſince ſhe has left me, tho? all are ſtill there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear; 
*T'was nought but the Magick, I find, of her Eyes, 
Made ſo many bcantiful ProſpeRts ariſe, 


The Lark, Linnet, Thruſh, and Nightingale too 


Winds over us whiſper d, Flocks by us did bleat, bar 
And chirp'went the Graſhopper under our Fett: No, 
But now ſhe is abſeut, tho Kill they ſing on, For 
The Woods are but lonely, the Melody's gane; BI A 
Her Voice is the Concert, as now I have found, Tak 


\ 


f Ex62 is Sd. 
hat is became of thy delica oor 
—— i the Ks —+ bei fv? 
kt of its Sweetndſi the Bioſom 
— thoſs Dailies, why d hep Be 


(mile? 


4h! Rivals, I ſee what it is that you TY 
and made your ſelves fine för, a Place in ** 


Breaſt; 
You put on your Colours to pleaſure her Eye. . 


robe pluck d by her Hand, on her Boſom to die, 


73 


How ſlowly time till my Phebe return, 

While cial the ſoft K err ve 's cool Breezes 1 830 

Methinks, if I khew Sure abt, be would ire 

I could breathe on bis Wiogs, arid Would ! 
down the Lead; 

fly ſwifkly, ye Minutes, bring bither my Dear, | 

And reſt ſo much longer for't, when ſhe i is hore, 

ak! Collin, old Time is full of 5 

Nor will budge one Foot faſter for thou et cant | 
lay. 


Will ao pitying Power, that hears me com plain, 
Or cure my Diſquĩet, or ſoften my Pain? | 
To be cur d, thou muſt, Collin, thy Paſſion remove, 
Bur what Swain is ſo filly to live withour yy 
No, Deity, bid the dear; Nymph ro return, 11 
for ne er was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly 4 forlorn 5 
Ah! what ſhall I do? 1 ſhall die with Deſpaicy. 


Take heed, all ye way how ang | 
N 


; Seewen 
SONG LX. 
W zs as ber Hand, ai Fl lu, 


| A Bal of filver Snow 3 A RE 
The frozen Globe fir'd az ic flew, © 


My, Boſom felt it glo ). q : 


Strange Pow 'r of Love! whoſe great Command 
Can thus a Snow-ball arm; 

When ſent, fair Julia, from thy Hand, 
"Ev'n Ice ĩt * can warm. | 


How ou. we chen ſecure « our Hearts? | | 
. Love's Pow'r we all muſt feel; vr 
Who thus can by ſtrange magic Arts 
Ja Ice his Flame conceal? 


"Tis thou * fair mw koow, : ; 

Can'ſt quench my fierce Deſire, % 

Rut not with Water, Ice, nor Snow, _ 
But with an equal Fire,” 

— — — : — For 

d 

8 ON G LXI. Pre 

W HEN firſt I ſought fair Calivs Lore, F 

And ev'ry Charm was new, ho 

I ſwore by all the Gods above . 

To be for ever rue, tht _, 

$:.3 f 5 ( 

A 


But long in vain did I adore, 
Long wept and ſigh'd in vein; 


of Excrion Soncs. 75 


whe Cl proteſted, vow'd, and ſwote TT | 4 ( 
She ne'er wou'd eaſe my Pain. 93) 2 


At laſt, o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſt, 
And yielded all her Charms; 

and I forſook her, when poſſeſt, 
And fled to others Arms, 

But let not this, dear Calia, now 
Thy Breaſt to Rage incline; | 

For why, ſince you forgot your Vow, 
Shou'd I remember mine? 


1 o 
es. tt % KL 


SONG LXII. 

0 0 plain, dear Youth, theſe tell-rale Eyes. 

My Heart your own declare: 

Bur, for Heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffce. 
You reign triumphant F 


* - 


Forbear your utmoſt bow'r to try, ; | 
Nor tarcher urge your Sway; cr Ib wWalnA 
Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhou'd obey. "F 2 1 7 dati 


Bur cou'd your Arts fucceſsful prove, 
Wou'd you a Maid undo. Tit bor rr 
Whoſe greateſt Failing, is her Lore, uit 0 | 
Aud that her Loye Ke 23416. t: Hs 208 - 


M« 0 « 291 01 t baild er ö 


X - A. CoLtLECmION, 


Say, wou'd uſe that yery P 1 
You from E Fondneſs | „ * * 0 


To ruin in one fatal our 
A Lite of ſpotleſs Fame? 


Ah! ceaſe, my Dear, to do an ul, _ 
Becauſe perbaps you may 

But rather try your utmoſt Skill 
To ſave me, than borrgye ien nn od 


; Be you your ſelf my virtue Dan 

Defend, and not purſue, 
Since tis a Task for me too hard, 

To ſlrive wich Love and you... 
a+ 12 46 

80 N & L XIII.. 
Creme: does at Fiſty Six | 
To youthful Charms lay claim, | 

Saunters and liſps, plays Monkey Tticks, 

At ev'ry — takes aim, 7 


Aukwardly gay, the Coquet OY 
And rolls her dying Eyes, 
Aſſumes Variety of Shapes, 


Yer * alas! no Prize, 


* i». 


Twelve diffrent Airs ons Hour will 

| Our ſtubborh' Hearts r* engage 10 

But all theſe Arts will never 7 
To blind us to her Age. 2 H 


* 


of EnGLtsn"Sokes. Tr 


Fain ſhe'd avoid the heavy, ces a diy ts 2 
Laid on the ancient D 


But as ſhe has ao heavy Purſe, Wel n: Ter Nee | 
She mult lead m__ in Hell. * 7 
SONG LXIV. 
Nhappy Srrepbon, dead and cold. 
His Heart was from his Boſom rent, 


Embalm'd, and in a Box of Gold, 
To his beloved oy ſent, * 

dome Ladies might pbaye have fainted, * 
But Kitty ſmil d upon the Baubl ee 

A Pin- cuſhion, ſaid ſhe, I wanted; le bes 
60 put it on "en an 


9 


* 
* % . 41 : 0 11 * 962 14 2 l 


AIR Iſnana's blooming Beauty, 
Triumphs o'er my beating Breaſt 

Love contending there with Duty, Se 
How, alas! am I diſtreſt!| eee 


Reaſon now my Soul aſſdilingg, [22104 


Checks Love's Fires with Heaps of Snow, ' 
but Iſmana's Charms prevailing, 
I 23ain wich Paſſion Slow. 


330 


% 
ö . 
2 117 1 * 
p > 7 »4 - 6 a o F 
H - * 
3 . 
© . 
- 


my yy Se "Is 


Beauty . my. l 8 
Whither, whither 175 Bo” wh k wel 


Abſence but my ws 
I with double 

Now, thro? diſtant Climates _ — 
Peace, alas! I no where find; 

Place, tho RV the Body's changing, C 

Whoe'er lefr his Hears behind 2 Nen 


SONG. LXVI. N 
Nother Year is roll'd away, 
Again returns thy natal Day 3 
Thy Beauties now matut'd by Time, 
And all thy Charms are io ihelr Price "jet 


So, in the'Month of Jane, the nee, 
Brighteſt of all the Garden ſhows 3 
The Flow'rs around, in vein, compare; 
It blooms, liks thee, ſupreamiy fair. 


And long may all thy Beauties laſt, 
Preſerv'd from e nip ing Naſt ! 
And long may gracious Heaven 


Its choiceſt Bleſſings on thy Head! 


Mirende, may'ſt thou never know 
Tormenting Care, nor weeping Woez 
But may each ſmiling Hour preſent 
Calm Happineſs, and rich Content, 


oe” — * — - 
— — — —— — 


—— . 


of ENn@11$4 SONGS. * | 
4 Length of Negtz, neee 
hrempt from fickls Fortige's Rage. 
1 Health and, Pleaſure war Aden pe, | 
fil Time preſents chefinillid Gl... 


80 N 6 LXVII. | 
ar ſung—wich. ſuch, a Sweetaeſs ſung, | 


And look'd with ſuch a Grace, 
Merhought I heard, an Angel's Tongue, 
And ſaw an Angel's Face, # 


N Beauty ſuch 4 winning Charm, 
Such Innocence of Soul; 
it once the-coldeſt-Heare-may warm, © ö 


The warmeph eaten. 


1nd ſhall then, Gald=(0impioua Thovgte ＋ 5 
duch Excellence out- weigh? 

d ſhe (O vile Exchange )) be bought _. 
To brutal Luſt a Prop? s% 


Ire theſe the Fruĩts of Charms divine? 
0 won&rous hapleſs Maid! 


And do the more thy Graces ſhine, 
The more to be betray d? 


But know, O Fair! the world's a Frags; | v3 
And Life itſelf a lay; 

The vary'd AR, a vary'd Age, 78 
The changeful Scene, 8 Day. „ | 


. = 

. 
— 
- 


* f | 


89 4 — 

How ſweetly haſt tho fill'd t ar Par, © a 
As Caſmire's genf Wie! | 

Be till che fame, and rep thy * 


still ſportels in thy Life. 

O! Scorn a Pays tawdry Fats 

No, ſtil] be nobly poor: 

What Gold can gild, or change t the Hate an [* 
ful Name or Gullt of 2 th 


Nor need'ft chõ (ac l judge) ro fog . 
No Sums can countetydil the Coſt, T 
(Tho* Crowns or Garters give the 0 
Of Innocence and Virtue loſt. 


2 | 

— . — The 

T4 901154 $41 \ Per 

SONG. LNVffl. 1 
ELL. me, Dorinda, why fo gay, 

Wich ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe and Lia? 

Can any Dreſſes find a way | 


To ſtop th' Approaches of 8 5 
And mend a ruin'd Face? . 


n 


a ©” s# 
+ = 


Wilt thon ill ſparkle ld We bor, wn 
And ogle in the Ring? hu nh 
Can'ſt thou forget thy Age and Pox? 

Can all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks. 


Make thee a fine young nn. 


80 have I ſeen in Latder a | La: aft 
| Of Veal a lucid Loin, | 


of ENGLISH Soxgs. 
with many a helliſh spark, 
u wiſe Philoſophers remark, _ 


1 ork ink 21 
; or 84. ie) T7 CK 


* — 


* 


SONG LXIX. 
2 thee, by Heavens, Lcaonge % mare 


Then ſer not my Paſſion a- cool ing; 

chou yield'ſt not at once, L muſt e'en.give-thes = 
oer, 

For Lm but a Novice at fooling, 


Nat my Love wants in Words, it ſhgll mgke up 1 
in Deeds, 
Then why ſhou'd we\ waſte Timein arab, 


| Performance, you wor well, a Promiſe exc 


And a Word to the Wiſe is enough, W 
ow how to love, and to make chat Love 


known, 
Buc I bate all proteſting and arguing ; 
Hala Goddeſs my. Heart, ſhe ſhau'd e'en 
lf ſhe made 9 7 to a 28 s 


ma Quaker in Loye, nd _ barely arm PAR 
Whate'er my fond Eyes, have been ſayings x 
Pr ythee, be thou ſo t 9 ee k for no better . 
But &en throw nh Trap or thy Ne in. 


12 
Sed e 


— 
* 
- 


8s. - If egen | 
Then pluck up a spirit, no longer ag ol 
Give it one way br other ap ix 


2 2306 * 


Long Courtſhip's the Vice of a phlegmatick Fog) 
Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, 


Where the Stomachs are loſt, and the ViQuz! 
grow cool, 
| Before Men n fir down to their Dinners, 


{ft 130" 


" *" 70 WW | 1 4 4 4 a 
— 9 — 


SONG LXX.:. 


E ACH Glance from Margarette's Eyes 
Can Life or Death diſpenſe, 


Whene'er ſhe frowns, ber Lover die, 
Her Smiles recal e hs. 3 


If barely to debold tan more wht 15 
To ſuch a vaſt Degree, 

o let my Raptures ſtill improve, 
To taſte as well as ſee, 


— 1255 
— 64:4) ale nicall 


FT. * C44 bg SOUR 


Fe b & 01 4610 yaga Ea ad} N. 
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6 D' prbſper long bar noble King, 
And likewiſe Eden-Hall, 2 v4 
A doleful Drinking-bour 1 eng l 
There lately did befüllt. 47 05's 


To chaſe te Spleet Wi cup and chan =, uy 
Duke Philzp tbK Mis Wy 3 * © & {0 % AT 


4 


's ENGLISH « Songs. 
ſabes yet unborn ſhall never ſeo. 
Such linking as chat pay. 


v7: Pleaſure within . 
Three live- long Nights to take, _ 


ir Muſgrave too, of Martindale, | 
A trug and worthy Knight, | 


ſoons with him a Bargain made ern 1 
Ia drinking to delight, 24 


— 


840 


| + Bumper fu itiy paſs'd a 3 
Six in a Hand went round, ws 
bod with their calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound, - 


ow when theſe merry Tidings reach d 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, _ 

in J, quoth he, wich a great Oath, 

do lighted by my Peers, 1 
addle my Horſe, bring me my Boots, 
Il with them be right quick, 

„ Malter Sheriff, come. you too 

Well fit them for this Trick. 


21h 


ef 


Lo! vonder doth Karl Harold come. 
Did one at Table ſay; - 


is well, reply d the mettled Duke, 


4 


Nat 


Mr 


0.3 * 


WJ #9 2 + wing fy 


| tot and ev hid ilk | ae goa 0 
A Vow to God did make, 9 vil 1: 


om 3:01T7 
Th 1 3&5 11 


How will he get away? 12 


9 


5 Wo 


| 1 7 eee 


When thus the Earl began: eat Duke, Wy 
Vll. know how this did N [ 
Without inviting me, ſure this Po boy 2643 
You did not boars in France. 5 5 x 
One of us two 12 a e 15 An 
For this Affront ſhall lie; ates \ 
I know thee well, a Duke thou art, 
ss ſome Years hence may 1. | 3 
And eruft mer Whiriod? Phy it were | 45 For 
So much good Wine to ſpill, | [ 
As thefe Companions all may drink, Wi 
Ere they have'had t their Fill. 1 
Let thou and I, in Bumpers fa; * 
This great Affair decide: 5 0 
Accurſt;be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 8 Th 
| By whom it is deny d. 12 0 
To A. Ares: and to Hothani ke NY x 
Many a Pint went round. 
And many a gallant Gentleman W 
Lay ſpewing on the Ground, | \ 
Thi 
When at cbs 1486 ile 4 $ 
He had the Earl ſecure,” 
And ply d him with a full Pint ak, Full 
Which laid him on the Floor. d al 4 a 
uo never ſpoke more Words than "I 


After he downward ſunk : 2 


= N 


- 
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uy worthy Friends, revenge my Fal: A ner 
Duke Wharton 0 2040 unt 31 


Then with » Gioan Dube Rbilly' ne! Was 8 
The fick Man by the Iinrrr nn 7 


And ſaid, Earl Harold, ſtead of thee © 
would I had drank that Piss. 


0Ckrift! my vary! Hoare Nook led 15620 be 
And does within me fink, i br nn 

For ſurely a more ſober Bar 
Did never ſwallow Drink, oo 


With that, the Sheriff, in u Hagen! 17 281.2 
To ſee the Earl fo ſavirt,. © - © -- > ain 444 


— drunk Pear 

Upon renown'd Sir it. 1122 28" 8 
nere ess Use Md 4 0 vote 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 150 2 
Und was his Name, ad of Gengba, | 

Fat by che River Swale, 1 


— haww'it vatd /* + ''= 30 
Where Eden River ran, Aren Bf 2 0 T nie 
That unconcern'd mum. aw 14 
So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. *0 & 9 gr 


ful lutily and long they till u. 
Many a tedious 1 A erte 
1 * (1362 * 


* - % 

P . at 4 
i % 
R 


* 
5 


—_— 


Oh heavy Kew! Duke Phil tid | 


4 
* — 


86 ͤ 4 COLLECTION: %Y 


Till, like a veſſel over-fall'd; - £ 4.0% 6 
Ic ran upon the For. ee ex 5 

Then News was brought inco th Room, i? 
Where the Duke lay in Bed, 6." 

How that his Squire ſuddenly -.. | 


Upon the Ground was laid, ; le 


Cumberland Witneſs: be, 
I have not any Toper more 
Of ſuch Account as be. 


Like Tidings to Earl Herold. cr 
Withia as ſhort a Space, *% 
How that his-doughty Sberiff too T 
Wes tumbled from N £0. 1 60800 Y 


Now God be with-bim, ſald tlie Barll, 5 
Since twill no better bes rh n 10 A 


I cruſt I have, within my Town; ! 


As drunken Knights u b.. 2600 


Of all the Number ee | 
Sir Baynes he ſcorn'd to yield; + | 2 ow” T 
But, with a Bumper in bis Hand, 13576310 32 
He ſtagger'd ober the File. 


Thus did the rr „ ie: l. 
And each Man of the Slain t n 


1 


. Was quickly carry'd off to Bed, 
. 3 His Senſes to regain, 


=o * 


of ENGLISH SONGS, # | 
God fave the King, the Church and State, 4 
And bleſs the Land with Pete: 
And grant hence ſorth that Drunkenne | [| 
Wang 72 10 : 


4nd alſo bleſs our Royal Prince, - 1 1 
The Kingdom's other Hope 737 

And grant us Grace for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


* 


1 
1 fer ol ws! 


— 


o U underſtand no tender Vows 
Of fervent and eternal Love; 
That Lover will his Labour loſe, 
Who does with Sighs aud Tears propoſe 
Your Heart to move: 
Put, if be talk of ſett ling Land, 95 
4 Houſe in Town, and Coach maintain 'd, 
You underſtand. - 


1 


— 


You underſtand no Charms in Wit. ; 
ln Shape, in Breeding, or in air; 
To any Fops you will ſubmit, cu... 
The nauſeous Clown, or ee eie 
If rich they are? #7 * = 
Who Guineas can, may you ewes -- 
Pur Gold, and then par Ty pang 00s 3 4 
You underſtand, | 


, 
- 
* * ; 1 1 
„ 4 4 


88 . cone 
SONG LXXIII. 


HO you make' 10 Return tomy Pali, 
Still, ſtill J preſume to adote'; 
Tis in Love but an odd Reputation, 
When faintly repulsd to give oer: 
When you talk of your Duty, | W 
I gaze on your Beauty, 
Nor mind the dull Maxim at all; | 
Let it reign in Cheapfide, Ti 
With a Citizen's Bride, | 
It will ne'er be receiv'd at Whitebdll, 


What Apocryphal Tales are you told, 
By one that would make you believe, 
That, becauſe of to have «nd to hold, \ 
You ſtill muſt be pinn'd to his Sleeve: 
"Twere apparent High-Treaſon, T 
'Gainft Love and good Rea ſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a Treaſure engroſs: Th 
He who knows not the Joys 
That attend ſuch a Choice, + An 
Should reſign to another who eee. l 


c : 


| 


SONG LXXIV. .: Hi 

OR Shame, no Diſputes o er the 1 ( 
F then drinle fair, | He 
At leaſt till we're all of us hollows: | 


Of Fortune and Fate let us ne'er ſtand in n 
They're always kind to the Good - Fellow. 


— 


9 ExnGrrsw So nes. 9 


u Bumpers of Red thep ler's drown all our Cares, 
In ſpice of Philoſophers/Rules z 1 
Who, for all their grey Hairs, it Learning _ 


Years, 


At beſt, were hut dull-thioking Fools. 
we muſt moiſten our Clay, while our Send 1 runs 


away, 


Behind us too caſt all nene 
Tike a Pumper of Claret, and drink it ro day, 
Perhaps we may have none to morto＋. 


— * | 7” rn WE 
SO N NRJ. 

666 Femmy fixſt began to lore, | 
He was the bonnie ſt Swain ' . © 

Dae Plock mne | « Ra 

Or danc'd opon the Plain: a l 

Then 'twas that I, 42 — te | 

My Freedom threw away, 


Aud, finding Sweer's in ev'ry Smarty 
I could not ſay him nay, 


Aud ever, when he ſpoke of Love, RF 
He wou'd bis Eyes decline ; | v 

His ev'ry Sigh all Hearts did move, N 
Gude Faith, and why not mine f 4 &T 

He'd preſs my Hand, and kiſs it offs... Lo 
His Silence ſpoke his ee | 


0 


* [4 4 _ b 
- 
” # » © * = * ** 7 - ** " o : 
1 1 3 ; * 66 L * ia : 1 


F A — 


e 
Ilia. 

bar 7 p 

— ja 4 my Flocks Sith +a 
My Jemmy won'd invite me, 

Wher he the gayeſt Songs wou'd * 
To flatter and delight mes Ft 

When Femmy thus his Charms aifplay'd,- 
They were chough; I trow, | 

To conquer any princely Maid. 
As they did me, I W. 


But now I muſt for Femmy mou, 
Who to the Wars will goz 
His Sheep-hook to a Sword muſt tun; 
Alas! what ſhall I do? 
His Bagpipe into warlike Sounds 
Converted ſoon willbez © 
Inſtead of Garlands, fearful Wounds $ 
What then becomes of me? 
5 — —＋᷑[——ww6.———— 
SONG LXXVI. 
Hether your ſparkling'EyesT fte, oe 
Or Looks ſevete' 5d toys 1 
Delia is ſtill the fame to me; * 


T be Pain and Pleuſute 1 . 
And certain to aer, 


4 | Cruel, ah! cruel Love, abe ; 
D At length my Peace reftgre's 


of ENGC14$n-SONGs. gs 
4 1 Fither my Foe or Friend appear, 
| Diſſolve my Life, or end my C, 


lee 


7 1 
7 * 1 * #® 


- 4 


SONG LXXVn. 
Uſtom, alas ! does partial prove, 
Nor gives us even Meaſute ; 
A Pain to Maids it is to love, ee 
Bur tis to Men a Pleaſure. A i» 


They freely can their Thoughts explain, 
But ours muſt burn within 3 | | | 
We have got Eyes and Tongues th vain, | \ 
And Truth from us is Sin. 8 


70 nnn 
Men to new Joys and Coquets fly, 
And yet no Hazards nz 
Poor we are left, if we deny, | : 
And if we yield, undone, © _ 1 


Then equal Laws let Cuſtom find, * 
Nor thus the Yew oppre(s ; 


More Freedom give to e ro 4 7 


Or gire to Mankind lets, 


F » 9 PP . "© «Of 
4 - #3 Ty *” þ "x 


£3 
C3 


"© hou me the Eyes, — Cham, 


| We live in foch a weetched Agr, 


In Peauty there's none to compare 


4 
. 
3 


- 
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10 


That govern'd- are by At., 
That can our Beaus ſubdue in Swarms, | 
Tho' Beauty has n6 Part, 4 


Siace cach afſefied Glance can move, 


Bright Nature we'll deſpiſe z - | 
What nced of Merit or ot Love * 
To make a Fop your Prize? H 


What can our Paſſions move? 
Cowards and Boys in Feuds engage, Not 
And. aukward Fools make Love. 0 


. Ta 4 Hiſ 


SON G LXXIX. Ho 


OME fings Molly Mogg of the Roſe, 
And call ber the Ockingham Pelle, 


8 


| Whillt others does Ferſes gompoſe . 
| On peautiful Molly Lepelle, _ os $12 1 As 


Pat of all the young Firgins fo fair, 


Which Prittain's crete 


by owns, 


Wann Sbones, 


wa Wi. 


FExelisn Songs. 


Vrcoviet the ſpleatit Contition 
Of Princes thar ſii upop Trenetz 1 

The hi sbeſt of all bur Am pi 1 Bis 
Ifs the Lofe of fair OY 7 


pol! Mortals the Clobe will ſearch ofer, : 
For Cold, and for Tiamont Stones, 
bt hur can more Treaſures tiſcofer 


In peautiful Gwinifrid Shones., 


From the piggeſt crete Mountain in priitaa 
Hur wou'd fenture the preaking hut Pones, 
do that the ſoft Lap hur might fit on 
Of peautiful Grozntfrid Shones, 


Not the Nightingale's pitiful Note 
Can expreſs how poor Sbenkin bemoans 


Hiſs Fates, when in Places remote 


Hur is apſent from Gminifrid Shones. 


Hor Lofe iſs than Honey far ſweeter z 
And bur iſs no Shenkin ap Drgnes, 

Put would lapour in Proſe and in In, ade, 
To praiſe hur tear Gminifrid Shones.. 


Athe Harp of Se. Tavie ſurpaiſes , | 


The Pagyipes, poor Tweetles and Crones 3 
50 Lepelle, Molly Mogg, and all Laſſes 
Are execll'd by hur i — 


Y 


94 F "4 Cortnerion 


 R _ one LXXX, 


v. eee 
Come liſten with Patience, and en my 


Ditty ; 
At this time I'll chaſe to be wiſer ban witty, 
| Which no body can deny, 


m ev lihyy the Nation's undoing 


here's an end of your ploughing, and baking, a 
0 


. Fm CR SES, 


Which, &: 


Both high Men, and low Men, and thick Men, a 4 
tall Men, 
And rich Men, and poor Men, and free Men,» 

thrall Men, 

Will ſaffer, and this Man, a Man, and al 


Mcn, 
eh, &c, 


% —_ 
_ —— — 2 — — — 
4 — LW — 7 * 


| The Soldier is ruin. d, e by kisPay, 
His Vive-pence will prove but a Fatthing a Day, 
For Mcat r 


Wheahe pulls ont bis Teo res th Tapttrr hy 


not, 
That tea times as much he muſt pay for bis Shot 
| bus the 3 
Aud t poor wy 


{he goes to the Bakery the Baker will haſh, . 
i Twenty- pence have for a wo. penny l 8 


a J. 


in tothe Market whenever he goes, 

e Butcher and Soldier myſt be, mortal Focs, -- 
he cuts off an Ear, and the other a Noſe, 
= Which, &c. 


+ Butcher is ſtout, and he values no Swagger, 
Cleaver's a Match any time for a Dagger, 
{ablue Sleeve may give ſuch a Cuff as may ſtag · 


ger, 225 — 
Which, &e. 
+ Beggars themſelves will be broke in a tries, 
ſen thus their poor Farthings are funk in their. 
| Fnce z re il 
den nothing is leſt, they muſt live on theie Lice, 


b, &c. 


„ 
* 


e Squire who's got him twelve thouſand a Tear, 


Q Lord, what a Mountain his Rents wou'd appe: LY 
„eden, Bee 


Which, &c. 


o at preſent he live in a very large Houſe, _ 

ere wou'd not be Room in it left for a Mouſe 3 

Mt the 'Squire's too wiſe, he wo'n't take a Soule, 
. Which, &e. 


£ 
_ « \ 


* 


98 
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46. 4 Gbr 


| And! think, after all, it wor'l be very f 


Now Gad bleſs the Draper who open d our Eyes, 


The bo comes with his Rent in d 1 , "A 
8 | Thi 
be kick'd of Doors, 6 Kd $ho 
Tab, * 
n oa WY Which, . 2 
Th 
For is ali che Lage has ere we hath; 
We muff pay our Rent in good Silver and Cola, WY On 
ER Pn OREN. Bu 
| . Which, ke. 


The eff all _ they will warrant 
No Money but Silver and Gold can be eurent, 


And Corbett will ſwear it, we all may be ſure iu 
e Ke. 


To Like «/ current Money for baſe, in Ka | 
a fine Lady f ſwapp ber Males for 
> Ming at 


Be, 
Which, &e. 


But read the King's Patevt, and there you will fad, 

That no Man take em, but who has a mind, 

For which we mult ſay bis Majeſty's kind, 
Which, *. 


2 1 


I am ſure by his Book that the Writer is wiſe 3 


= EET 
Which, bs 


F Exctisn Sones. 97 
Ky farther he ſhews ic £very hard Caſe | 
That this Fellow, Wood, of a very bud Race, | i 
aud of al che fine Genery of Ireland — 2 | 


That he and bis Half-pence ſhould nn 
down 
Our Subjects ſo loyal and true tothe Crown z/ 
u [ hope, after all, that they will be vis own, 
hep? | Which, &c. 
This Book, I do cell you, eme, gen, e. 
And a very good Book againſt Mr. Mod, 
If you ſtand true * he's lefe in the Buds 
_ Which, Gece 1 


YeShopmen, wnd Tradeſinen, and W abv"3 
it, 

For I think, in my Soul, at ee ges b 

Or, gad, if you don't, there's an end GT 
credit, 


. # 4+ 4 6 5 
. 


— RS 
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ORY DON' beneath & WIe ©* 


£125 Narri — 
1135 TD 


Eyes By 2 murmꝰ ting Current laid, 1 
+ His Arm reclin'd, rhe Loyer?s Pillow, 
Fe, Thus addreſy'd the charming Maid... 


NT vim. * x - | it: u 
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O! my Sacbarife,. tell. d *1 2 e 54 "27-511 1 76 
How.cou'd Nature 1 yo" | 


1 That a Heart ſo hard ſhou'd dwell wa 
| | " Ina Frams ſo ſoft and white? a 
cn you fel bur balfcho Anguiſh, 
Half the Tortures that I bear, 4s Br 
How for, you I daily languiſh, _ 
You'd be * a5.you are fair. 5 


ve „9 


see the Fire . in me — 

O behold a burning Manz 
Think I feel my dying Pains, : I 
And be crugl if you can. 


With her _ LR pleas'd, the Dame 
. . Cry'd,. with an inſulting Loox, 
— I fain wou'd quench your Flame; 
, -: She — poinced. to che Brook, 


1491 10 + # 4+ #544 1 $+% id . * 6 - , 4 | 


'SONG LXXXI. 

'Tis a thing ſhe does deſpiſe, N 

But they'll Ay At 18 1 Blefng © T 

If you ask her,roviog Eyes, MOOYAOY\ g 
Gameſters cunni conceal 4 

Their Play; _ ro TN nk pas 1 

Women won't their Hearrs reveal, | © T 


Inſenſibly to gain upon you. 


3 &: 
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of Exelis n Sones. 99 

[1 vain, like Nart bins, they'd pretend, 4 
Flying, to wound the am'rous Lover, iar 

would doating Doys but comprehend 4 . 
The Precepti which . now "Ciſcover.” TM = 


Breaſts heaving, glancing Eyes hot Palin, _ 
She ſays ſhe hates you; don't believe her, 
But tell her krankly, you” ve a Charm _ 3 
Toci cure re her of her N "I" 
Dally no more, — che 4 1 
Poſleſs the darling Spring of Pleaſure, | 
And when you're weary'd with the Sport, 
Then ſtretch your wanton oy at Leiſure, / 


| * 
* 


$ O NG  LXXXilIL 
Orbear, fond God, forbear your Dart, 
Seek not to wound a dying Heart; 
at Chloe's Feet it gaſping lies, 
A bleeding Victim to her conqu'ring Eyes, 


From her Death's ſuch a pleaſing _ 
Id ouly live to die again; 1 
With Joy to him the Blow is given, ph. ad 
That has ſo nigh a Proſpect of his Hearn, 


You and the little Loves all ly +: 
To light your Torches at ** Eye: 9 


A 30 6 EY £CW,.Z S6c 
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K 4 - 7 FE 1 * 2124 36 Yeats 


7 


— 


0 A CoLLEction 


- By her alone your Empires thrive, 1 
bn 


Then, Chloe, ra Ga re ; ( 
Weak Mortals yielding Hearts ſubdue, 

Since you another Vena prove, = 
And give new Being to the God of Love, 


3 ** "EN 1 1 Mt 
SONG LXXXIV. 
IE, Amarillis |. ceaſe to grieve, f 


On 
For him thou never can't retrieve: Fu 
Wilt thou figh for one that flies rhee ? | 
50 

Le 


Scorn the Wretch that Love denies thee: 
Call Pride to thy Aid. 
And be not afraid . 

Of meeting = Swain that is kindz | 0 
As handſome as he 94:3 123 han 2, . 
Perhaps he may be * 

At leaſt of more generous Mind. | 


« a 


ON Cupid make him feel ber Pain, 0 
Oh! let him ſigh and wiſh in yain; | 
Let him purſue che baughty Fair, 
And ftill meet nothing but Deſpair: 
And may heneferftnd — 
A Nymph that is kind, | 
Nor let his Paſſion meet return; 
May be always believe, 
Sdbe always deceive, 
May be ſtill io fruitleſs Fireg burn. 


Sit 


„ 
SEx0L198 Sores. * 


S Oo NG LXXXV. 


Ently tir and blow the Fire, on 
2 Lay the Mutton down to roaſt, 
bet me, quick, tis my Deſire, 

la the Dripping-pan a Toaſt, _ 
That my Hunger may remove, | 
Mutton is the Meat . i 


0% the Dreſſer, foo, i it N 
0h the Charming white and red! 


Finer Meat ne er met your Eyes, 
On the ſweeteſt Graſs ic fed z 
Wikly make the Jack go round, 
Let me daye 3 ic picoly brown'd, | 
* s 
on the Table foreed the Clout, 74 
Le: the Knives be ſharp and . 5 
Pickles get of ey*ry Sort, 
and a Sallad, criſp and green, 
With good Small- beer and ſparkliog wine, 
0k ye Gods! how ane 
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SONG LANXXVi::t-: 


: 
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Ickle Bliſs, fantaftick Treaſure, 
Love, how ſoon-thy Joys are palt ! 
Siace we ſoon mult Joſe the Pleaſure, 
0h! were better ne'er to taſte: - 


K 3 


10 4 Coleen 19x 

Gods, how ſweet would be poſſeſſing ! 
Did not Time its Charmaideſtroy, | | © 

Or could Lovers, with the NN n 
Love the Thoughts of Cupid's Joy. 


Cruel Thoughts, that pain, yer pleaſe us; 
Ah! no more my Reſt deſtroy , 

Shew me ſtil], if you wou'd eaſe me, 

Love's Deceits, but not its Joy. | 

Gods, what kind, yet cruel Powers 
Force my Will to rack my Mind! 

Ab! too long we wait for Flowers, 

Too too ſoon to fade deſigu'd. 


* — 
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5sONG LXXxXVII 
70 longer boaſt your healing Tides 
N Or the Chalybea?'s Stain; 


When chloris at theſe Springs preſides, 
They ſpend their Force in vain. 


While for thoſe Ille Relief is found 

Which we wich Eaſe endure, _ 
| The heedleſs Patient feels the Wound «+ 
No Mineral can cure. 


=" 5 —1 


So ſrom the Heat the thirſty Swain 
To the freſh Fountain flies, 

There ſoon allays his former Pain, 
But of 2 Fever dies, 
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SONG LXXXVIII. 
LYTHE Willy is the Lad I love, 
My Saul's Delight and/Pleaſure; 
k; be alane my Heart can move, 
He is my deareſt Treaſure, 


Jn wae's me! tho? he daily cries 
He loves me more thau all, 

Re leaves me, aud to Arms he flies, 
Az ſoon as Trumpets call, 


u me! whilſt ev'ry common Laſs 
Enjoys the Lad doth move her, 
Muſt Molly ſtill her Summer paſs 
In Tears without her Lover? 


beit Willy, thus in martial Strife 
Ob! do not Fats defy 4 — 

Pelerve me for thy precious Lite, 
or with Deſpair I ſe die. 


i 


te. : 


SONG LXXXIX. © 


INCE Love has kindled in our Eyes 
d A chaſte and holy Fire, 
u were a Sin if thou or I 

Should let irs Flame * 


What the' our Bodies never meet, 
Leve's Fuel's more divine: 


renn 
104 4 Corttcrion 
Tho Gxt eee eee 
fn never join. 
17 gern Art 
Falſe Meteors, tha till change their-Place, | 
Tho? they ſeem fair and bright, 


Yet, when they covet to embrace, 
my down, and loſe their — 


If chan perceive thy Flame decay, 

Come light thy Eyes at mine; 

And, when I feel mios fade away; | 
I'l] take freſh Fires from thine, 


Thus, when we ſhall preſerve from Waſte | 
The Flames of our Defires, 

No Veſtals ſhall preſerve more chaſte, / 
Or more immortal Fires. 


— 3 


- 
. 


SONG * 
HEN Sylvie in Bathing her Charms di 
— — 
The pretty Becquer- dapcing under her Noſe, 
My Heart is jult ready to part from my Soul, 
And leap from the Gallery into the Bowl. 
Each Day I provide too Fur 
A Bribe for her Guide too, 
And give her a Crown, 
To bring me the Water where ſhe has fa down 
Let ſober Phyſicians think Pumping « Cure; 
That Remedy's doubtful, but S, is ſure, 
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ef En6L1$8 Songs. thy 
Ne Fidlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, - i 
uu all the while throbbing, my Hear beats the 18 

| | 


Times 
enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe ben ſhe goes, 
hu whom 'tis addrefs'd 20 Arait ev” ry * 
knows. : 
would I were 2 vermin 
call d one of her Chairmen, : 
Or ſery'd as her Guide! . 
101 ſh:w'd, 2s they do, 2damn'd rawny Hide: 
relſe like a Pebble at Bottom could lie, 
» ogle her Beauties, how happy were I! 


— 
— 


I ** 


SONG XCI. 
HE Lark now leaves bis wat'ry Net, 


And, climbing, ſhakes his dewy Wings * 
ke takes this Window for the Eaſt, | 


4rd, co implore your Sight, he ſings. 


5 
* 


Ivike, awake, the Morn will never riſe, 
Till ſhe can dreſs her Beauties at your Eyes. 


Wwike, awake, break thro” your Veil of Lawnz 
Thea draw your Curtain, and begin the Dawn. 


Curning is your Face and Eyes, 4 
uyn Look gives freſh Surprie. 


M always Night, when you're away, 


s £ 


W424 


when you're preſent, always ber. 4 


* * N * n N — N a. Lis 
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7 - \ 


196 _m Cortrertdd 


1 18:4 03 it 4215;5 


8:0 NG NO, 5 
* I. ſzered Boy, defiſt, for 1, '' 
O 


Comply wich your fefltlen Anl. 
ur Arrows with fuch Vigour fly, 


Already they've inflam * MV Heart. ; 52 


I will no more deſpiſe your ow I, N 
Baux thus ſubmiſſiveſy obey; 

"Fa, by your Favour, "rwas not a „ 5 
But Calza's, Victory 0 day. 6 


For had ſhe veil'd that charming 3 . 
= And you your keeneſt Darts had ſhot, 
=_ ' Your's had been the juſt Diſgrace, 
mn neee. In- 


Then not your Pow? r, bur Chance admire, 
In having ſuch a Friend as ſhe, 
Wholent-you Rays t' increaſe my Fire, 
And thus made you a Deity, 


f — — — | 
- $ONG XC 


HO NYMPH WF. 
Winks ious Charmer of my — Heart, 
1 Can'ſt thou feel Love, and yet no Picy kyow 
Since, of my ſelf, from thee I cannot part, 
Invent ſame gentle Way to let me B04. 
For what with Joy thou did ſt obtain, 
1 And I with more did give, 


of EXGLISH SONGS. 
fine will e * 


517 1 ES 
wo | And me unſit to lie- 2 * V rr T6. 
_ 8 1 p K RR wege 
1 i| Angel, tharwoul#& leave a Heart forlorn, 


With vain Pretence, F. 
ek not co caſt wild Shadows o'er thy Scorn, 

You cannot ſooner change than I can die, 
vredious Life I'] never fall. 
Thrown from thy dear loy'd * he of 
r merics not to live at all, 
Who cares to live unbleſt, 


'CHORUS. 
let our flaming Hearts be jd, 
While in that ſacred Fire, ; 


re thou prove falſe, or I unkind, 
_% both expire. my 


il, 


— 
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N. 

H x RE would coy Aminta run 

From a deſpairing Lover's Story? 
Fhen her Eyes have Conqueſts w * 

Why ſbou'd her Ears refuſe the Glory? — 
ſhall 2 Slave whom nee nl, 1. 
& torbidden to complain? 8 
la her ſcorn me, let der iy ma, 2 ig — 
Ja her Looks her Life deny me; 


— 


Fe WW r rr * — * - 
= >» — — — - - * - 
4 . 


; Or my Tongue ceaſe to tell my Grief, 


% 


For . and empty roſpbilitien ? 


108 4 Cottrerion 
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Ne er can my Heart change for Relief 


Much to love, and much to pray, 
Is to 3 n ory e Wer. 


we. 


n 
.$ONG XQV. 


o. Delia, no, what Man can range 
= From ſuch ſeraphick' Pleaſure? 
"Tis want of Charms that makes us change, 
To graſp the Fairy Treaſure: 
What Man of Senſe wou'd quit a certain Blif 


Vain Fools their ſure Polleſſions ſpend, 
In Hopes of chymick Treaſure, - 
Bur for their fancy'd Riches fiad ' 
Both Want of Gold and Plenfures 
Rich in my Delia, I can wilk no more; 
The Wand'rer, like the Chymiſt, mult be poor 


— 


„ien g i 

S ON G r | | 

BI is not what 1 pray,” wy 
I ask no thining Graces 3 © 
Cali bas another Way, | 3 
Without the Tricks of ne * 

So our Humour: ſtill agree, 4 
Kind Heay'n, it is enough for ms, MS 


of Excisn'Sofe 8. ng 


Fruicion is a Jop: 1 1 
gut of a Moment's laſting. 1055 n 
Fic, that doth ſo quickly cloyy/1« 3771 20! 2) 
| furfeirs but with caſting ** 1+ 9 lil. 
© rue Bliſs in Love we find, 
faleſs two Bodies ſhare one bind. 92114 


SON 0 x VU. eh 


Indneſs hath refiſtle(s Charms, 41 e 1. 
K All beſides cari weakly move; 
Ferceſt Anger it difarms, - 
and clips the Wings of flying Love. 


kuty does the Heart lavade, 


Kindneſs only can perſuade; _ ſw. 6 
gil the Lover's ſervile Chai, 0 
kn{makes the slave grow Fed and vain. ./ 

| — 2 : 
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8 0 N G xcv I I. 
OW wretched is the Slave to 1 
Who can no real Pleaſures proves. 
For ſtill they're mix'd with Pai: 
When not obtaĩn'd, reſtleſs is the baun, © 
Ljoyment puts out all the Fire, 1 Tt 
and ſhews the Love was vain, ,, +4] 


£ — 


* 


kwanders to another ſoon, 
ines and increaſes, like the Moon, 
L 


: * * | ' ; * 2 

110 4 COLLECTION 
And, like her, never reſts, © | 

Brings Tides of Pleaſure now, aud then of Tears 


Makes Ebbs and een. 
nn 115 


But, ſpite of Love, I will es, 
And triumph in the Liberty 
I without him enjoy: 
I'ch* worſt of Priſons I'll my Body bind, 
Rather than change my Free- born Mind 
For ſuch a fooliſh Toy; Hs 


td. —_ 
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SONG XCIR.. 


OW {illy's the Heart of « Woman, w 
When courted by many, to fly! 
But when ſhe is follow'd by no Man, hi 
For one ſhe will languiſh and ata 
— — 
And ſmiling; | n 
Now coping, . 
Then toying, ' | L 
She'll her Fancy purſuez 
Deſigning, | ; A 
Or whining, 2 8 
Shell vex e, 
Perplex ye, 
And all that purſue her aide” 
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SONG C. 


INCE we, poor flaviſh' Women, know ” ” 
Our Men wo cganoe pick and chaſe, 1 

To him we like why ſay we No, * 

4nd both our Time and Lover loſe? 
yich feign'd Repulſes and Delays 

4 Lover's Appetite we pall; 
lud if too long the Gallant ſtays, ' | . 

His Stomach's gone for good and all. 


'Tears 


or our impatient; am*rous Guoſt, , 
Unknown to us, away may ſteal, 
4nd, rather than tay for a Feaſt, 
Take up with ſome coarſe, ready Meal. 
When Opportunity is kind, 
Let prudent Women be fo too 
4nd, if the Man be to your Mind. 
ill needs you mult, ne'er let eg, ar 


The Match ſoon made, i is happy ain. 
For only Love has there to de; 


Let no one marry 'gainſt her Will, 
But ſtand off When her Parents: woods. 
And only to their Suits be cop :: | 
For the whom Joinzure aa ele. 
Tolet a Fop her Bed en jon 
U but a law ful Wench for Gain, | . 


1 * 
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SONG Cl 
' H1 LE Capid roguiſhly one Dey 
Had all alone ſtole our to play, 
The Muſes caught the little Knaye, 


And captive Love to Beauty gave. Tl 
The laughing Dame ſoon miſs'd her Son, kis 
And here and there diſtracted run; That 
And till, his Liberty to gain, 0 
Offer d his Ranſom, but in vain; 
The willing Pris ner bugs his Chaſn, Not 
And vows 5 ne'er be free n. 
— lad 
| Wit 
SONG. Cll . 
O, no, no, no, Reſittance is but vain, 
And only adds new ain, wh ro mw_ The 
Chain: | 2 (w! 
A thouſand Ways, 2 chouſand Arts Y 
The Tyrant knows to captivate our Hearts! 01 
Sometimes he Sighs employs, and ſometimes uie * 
The univerſal Language of che Eyes; d 
The Fierce with Fierceneſi he deſtroys, ' 4 
| The Weak with Tetiderneſs decoyt z; Wn 
He kills the Srrotig wich Joy, the Weak with Pai I *' 
No, uo, no, no, e is — un: ö 
Ye 


- * 


＋Exeris R Ses. 113 
SONG. Cnr. 
INCE you will abode 5 nite polls 
d 'Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The Faults ro which tis green: 11 4 
is to change much more inclin'd 


Tian Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or augbt that's under Heaven. 


vor will I hide from you this Truth, 
[:has been, from its very Youth, 

1 moſt egregious Ranger: 

lud luce from mo i has often fled; 
Wich whom it was both born and bred, 
Twill ſcarce ſtay with « Stranger. 


The Black, the Fair, the Gay, the Sad, 
(Which often made me fear *twas mad) 
With one kind Look cou'd win its 

v nat'rally ir loves to range, 

That it has left Succeſs for Change, 

ard, what's worſe, glories in it. 


| Ot, when I have been laid to Reſt, 
Pain, BY Tvou'd make me act like one poſſelt, d 
For ſtill *twill keep a Pother; 7 us wols 
and tho* you only 1 eſteem, 1661 127 lt HELEN 
eric will make me, in'a Drecin, - 272 
Court and enjoy anthers, | 


Ly 


by 


114: - A- 8018 FCTION >, FN 
And now, if you are not afraid, 
After theſe Truths that I have ſad, 

To take this arrant Rover, 
Be not diſpleas'd if I proteſt, i Coy. £51 
I think the Heart within your bo | 
VW ill prove juſt ſuch another. 
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HERE,-was three Lade in our Town, 
Slow Men of London! -: 

They courted a Widow was Shs und ron (a 
And yet they lef her undone,, \ 
0 
They went to work without their Took 
i Slow Men of London al 
The Widow ſhe ſent chem away * 3 | W 
+ Becauſe 4 left her undone. En 
TI PEST 3 220d +; *! ; 

They often taſted this Widow 8 
Slow Men of London NE TENTS UL 
Dut yet che Widow was ticyer ihe nears | 
For ill chey * her undove, 6 Ti 
Blow, ye Wiads, and come — Rain; | Tt 
Slow.Men of Londa! ze % iw in Or 
They never {hall wooe, einen, Wes 7 Le 
Becauſe chey | leſt ber wenne 17 
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SONG ov. 


y Cbloe, why d'ye lignt me; . 
Since all you ask you have? Jer! 


No more wich Frowns — me, 
Nor uſe me like a Slave. 
Cood-Nature to diſcover, 
Ve well your faithful Lover; 7 
Il de no more a Rover, 
But conſtant to my Graye,, 


Could we but change Condition, 
My Griefs would all be 9570 
Poor I the k ind Phyſician, : 
And you the Patient grown, 
all own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Vel-ſbap'd, and alſo witty 3 
Eaforc'd by gen'rous Pity, 
Then make my Caſe your own. | 


The Pow'rs who kindly gave us, 
And form'd our Shape and Mind, 

Too ſurely would enſlave us, 4, 
Were they like you inclin'd ?: 

Then Goodneſs be your W 1 

0rl muſt bid adieu t'ye; 


14 us 
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Let them, with all your pen, IA zg 
Be merciful and k ind. 95 


14 3 1 


The filver Swan, when 
Has moſt melodious Las; 


i 
iſ 
= 
| 
[ 
| 


1s 4 Coftter ton" 
Like him, when Life is flying, 
In Songs I'll end my Days: 
But know, thou criidl Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount che fleeter, 
And I ſhall ling the fivecter, 
By warbling forth Fo Praiſe, 


88 34. : 
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E Gales, that gently wave the Sea, 
Y And pleaſe the canny Boat—Man, 
Bear me frac hence» or bring to me 

My brave, my bonny Scat—Man : 

In haly Bands 

We join'd our Hands, 

Vet may not this diſcoyer, 
While Parents rate 
A large Eſtate, , | 
Beſore 2 ON Lover. 
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But Floor chuſs in Highland Glens _ 
To herd the Kid and Goat— Man, 
Ere I could for fic litele Ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot—Man. 
Wae worth the Man 
Thãt firſt 
The baſe, ow. Faſhion,” 
Frae greedy Views 
Love's Arts to uſe, 5 
While my to Its Paſſion, _ 


| tals k 

Te foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 197 

Haſte to thy long ing Lüfte, 3 9: 94” 
Vun pants to preſs thy bonny Mouth, A n 
4nd in her Boſom hawſe thee 

Love gi'es the Word, FRE | 

Then haſte on Board, ©) FY). @ 
Fair Winds and tenty Boat—Man, | 

Waft o'er, waſt o'er, - 

trie yonder Shore, 
My 2982 my boon Seotm—ban, 


= s 
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80 N G vl. 
OW bleſt are Lovers in Diſguiſe! 
Like Gods they lee, 
As I do thee, 
ileen by human Eyes: 
Expos'd to view, 
I'm hid from youn | 
In aler'd, yer the fame3 4 — 
The Dark conceals me, 
Love reveals me, | 6 
Lore, which lights mo by its nad _ 


— 


} 


* o ++ 


ere you not falſe, you me wou'd know x n 
For, tho* your D 93 
Cou'd not deviſe, ca 

pair Heart had told you ſo: 

Your Heart wou'd beat 

With eager Het, 

ud me by Sympathy wou'd find: 


rr 
— Fw 4 — 1 » 1 * 
2 * — —— * — _ - 


"Ia je tene, 

5 True Loro mind «. HRS 
One chang'd like wo, ft oof 588 

nenn 


| bon Sd % 115) 
8 ON 8 OVIII. 
—_ Collier has a Daughter, | 
And oh! ſhe's wond'rows bony, 
A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Baith rich in Land und Money. 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover; 
But Love is like the Ocean, 2 
Wha can its Depth diſcovet? 


He bad the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a“ reſpected; 


His Airs ſat round him eaſy, 40 | 


'Genreel, but unaffected: 
The Collier's bonny Laſbe, 
Fair as the neu- blowm Lily. 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, , 
Secur'd the Heart of Willy, - | 


He lov'd beychd Expreſſion 5 
The Charms that were about her "04 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, | 
His Lite was dull without her. 
After mature Reſolving, * 
Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her, 


* 1 * 19 
. — „ 
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Ane Songs. 
b feſt Flames diſſolving, 
nenne 1 82 
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ty bonny Collier's — 

Let oathing diſcompoſe ye, 

Tis no your ſcanty Tocker 

Shall -ever gar me loſe yet 

For [ have Gear in Plenty, 

Aud Love ſays tis my Duty | 

To ware what Heav'n has lent me 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


ww 


SONG CIX. 


** cel adon firſt from his Cottage did 
ſtray, 

Tocourt his dear Jugg, on u Killock of Hay, | 

What au ward Confuſion oppreſt the poor Swain, 

When thus he deliver'd his Paſkon in Pain: 


0Joy of my Heart, and Delight ofmy Eyes! 
et Fugg, tis for thee faichful cel adon dies z 
My Pipe 1've forſaken, tho* reckon'd ſo-ſweer, _ 


dud ſleeping, and waking, thy Name I repeat. 


When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me tug, 
ſtead of a Pircher, I call for a Jugs 

and ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name, 
When the Nightingale every Night dom che ſame. 


* 
* 134 
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220 4 ConLlecrion 

Sweet Fugg he a hundred times o er does repeat 

Which makes People ſay that hisVoice.is ſo wee 

Oh ! why can you laugh at my ſorrowful Tale? 

Too well I'm aſſur d that ur Words wont 
vail: „ Nang 


For Roger the Thatgber * thy dies, 
- As he at the laſt Harveſt · Supper confeſs'd : 


I own it, ſays Jugg, he has gotren my Hear, 
His long curling Hair is ſo pretty and ſmart, 


His Eyes are ſo black, 434 til Checks are ſo red, 

They prevail more wich me than all vou he 
ſaid 3 

Tho? you court me, and kifs me, and do u. 
you can, 


Twill lignify N for Rager's the Men, 


7 « a 
g - 
: 2 2 2 4 rr 
— „ 
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SG. there was, and he liv'd in a ul. 
Which ſery'd him for Parlour, for cher 
ee 
No Coin iv his Packer, nor Care in kis TY 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate. 


Here dent dem, down, derry dn. 
Contented he work'd, and he chought Uimſelfbaf 


bg 
+ at. Nigtit he could purchaſe 2 Jug of | 
_ Nappy, 


ud 2 ie TOY & 
welt 


jules ye 8 and whiftle, and Gng too 
ſwee 


bing K tor Hal Loe ea e | 
Derry down, &. ng 9: ll eu, g d 210d 25 TD 


lu Love, the Diſturber of EPL 


That ſhoots at the Peaſant, 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thoroꝰ the Heart 3 
in, [viſh it had hit ſomè mort iguoble Part. 
t. Ne 8 | 
ken flon! a Gellkr th Is hls Ajche 1 dig pl io: 1 
Where a buxom young ; Dam el. continually. lay z 
Her Eyes ſhone ſo bright, _ ſhe role 2 
That ſhe ſhot the poor Coblerquit over ne us 
Derry down, & 2 


He ſang her We ts as wage vow, 7 

Bat ſhe was as hard aza Fewora 30 

Whenever he ſpaks, the vw HR. 
flee . 

Which put the — 15 . — 

Derry down, Ke. N 5 2 

ein ui KY Fg. * 

bod to make away With Pitnfelr was zeſdle d, 8 

Re piere d thro* his Body, Tanken Wy 


bothe Cobler he dy' jul ie Be 
T 
Derry down, Ke.” 43 v.14 ho? bs 0 2 277 
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132 4 CoLLeotiON. 
Add now, eee I adviſe, asaF 
All Coblers take Notice of this Cobler's End; 


* Leer your Heartsout of Love ar wind by what 


1 
Tbat Lore brings s all co an EsTägttg at 

Derry form, Shy + 171% iI own} + 4 
—_ I is A 4 % CL he MEL 11 [ 
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SONG. xl. 


A* N thou vert my ain Thing, _Y & 
I wou'd love thee, I wou'd bene I' 
Ann thou wert my ain Thing, ae 9 

So dearly I would love theez 
= I wov'l claſp thee in my Arms, H 
bl Id ſecure thee from all Harms, ö; 80 
Above all Mortals thou haſt Charm, U 


80 dearly do! n . - W- ol = 
Of Race divine iben needs wult be, - 
Since nothing earthly cquals thee z os 
For Heav'as ſake, oh! favour me, 
Wbo only lives to love the. & aan 


„ 33 


The Gods one thing peculiar have, 

To mine pens eee vi at; 

O! for their Sake ſopport a glare, Anm ot! 
Wenne. 3 


To Merit 1 be Claim can | wks; vi Ts 

But that I love, and for thy uke 

What Man can name I'll dhdertake, 
OTIS 2 


L = 1 * Aa tO 
FE GTi EH Sone s. 12 
My Paſſion, conſtant as\the Sun, 
Flames ſtrovger ſtill, will ne'er have 3 . 
Till Fates my Thread of Life have ſpun, t 15 

with breathing out, J love there 
Like Bees that ſuck the Morning Dew, we 
Fut Flow'rs of ſweeteſt Scent and Hew, » 2 
die wad I dwell upo' thy Mou, 
Ani gre th Ge ork, 7 me. 


7 lis &: => 


aeg, Tad the Ul of Light, 14 03 i 
d on thy B-autics feaſt my Sight, ' aT 
Synein ſaft Whiſpers thro the N gh 

I'd tell how much I loo'd thee, a 
Hoy fair and ruddy is my Janz, © 3 WW! 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the Green: © * 
Were I a King, thou ſhow!&'ft be Queen) / _ 

r 4 TRE 1 
Ti graſp thee to chis Breaſt & mins; 14 3 
Whilſt thou, like Ivy or the Vine © + 
Around my ſtronger Limbs ſhou'd'ſt tine, 

Form'd hard to defend thee, © 
Time's on the „and will nor tay; 

Ii ſhining Youth ler s make our Hey. 
Since Love admits of nac Delay, 


wen „N E 


While Love does at bis A it fland, * 5 J. 

Hae there's my Heart; g thy Ee 

And with ilk Smile thou ND command 
The Will of him wha loves, ibet b. 


M* OY 


n. 4 Cornero, * 
 -$ONG N 


A® after Non, one Suuaer's Day, Ty, $6 
Venus Rood bathing in a Rien, 

Cupid a ſhogting went that wa, 
New ſtrung his Bow, new G11'd u.. | 


With Skill he choſe. his Bagel Den, 
With all bis Might his Bow he drew "ii 


Swift to his beauteous Parent's Heat 
- The too . Arrow —_ 


I faint, I die, S 41 

O cruel! could ſt chou find none other 

To wreck thy Spleen on? Panicide, 
R thy Nene. 


Poor cu pid, ſobbing, ſcarce — x oi 
Indeed, Mamma, I e f a 

Alas! how eaſy my Miſtake! * 
I took you for your —_— 725 


* 


reinen 


9 0 N 8 ck 
$ Amorer with Phillis r. 
Oae Ev'nin on the Flaig, | K 
And ſaw the charming Strep hon, wait CRETE , 
To tell the Nymph his Fi, „ 


The threat uin to 
She whiſper” . 


Pa - 


4 
Bi 
11 
95 
hk 
b 
bh 
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1 


Ab halli,“ if you would not love e 
{ This Shepherd do not he. bk © 


None ever had ſo ſicange an Art... 10 5 ST 1 


His Paflion to convey |} ggg 


hto a liſt'ning Viegin's Heart, 
And teal her Soul away: ::: 
Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give | 
Occaſion for — we eee < ow G—__ 


lu vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I five; 
a 


Alas! n 10 


FS 1 
n e 41 


90 N G CXIV. 


H! Il have a Hausband, ay, "FOO 
For why ſhould u TS + 
For why ſhould I longet tarry | A 
we de big Gi have done? gael a2 
For if I ſtay . x 116 4d bt 
Till 1 ne | een 
They'll call me old Maid, 
And fuſty old Jade, 
$0 III no longer tarry, 
But I'll have a Husband, cram, 
mir 4 will 1 wa 110 


My Mother the dive I's tos S 
Aud ſtill in my Ears the is drumming, 

And (ill in my Ears he is parting, © + 

That I ſuch vain Thooghs thowd thu 
M 1 . a1 


I ENerIsA Sons. 127 


1 
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* 


126. 4: Cor entony, 
Mix Sifters they' cry | 1 5 
Oh fye! and oh yet ton * matt; 1 

But yet I can ſce ' - 
They're as comitg'as e a DER wb 
So let me have Husbands in ND iR 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty! ©” 75 ol 
Than die an old Maid unden: 
253 % ar 1 
— — 


* * „ # + ; | 
7 ” 5 K.. £3 „ 4 (i? * fa} #3. CC; L 
S O N A CXV. 


POL LO, once finding fair Depbne alone, 
Difcover'd his Flame in 4 Tone; 
He told her, and bound it hy”, 
He was any ok rr dn, 
Then talk d of the Smart. 
And the Hole in his Heart, 
So large, one might drive theo? the Paſſages Car: 
But the filly coy Maid, to the A 8 
ment, 
Sprung away from his Anz, — 1 they the 
Caſement. 6:9 1 


— myy-Lifas and my Do, u 

Return to your Lover, and lay by your Heat; 

The think me, ee ſome Scoundrel or Whore No 
* 30 Io 


ſon 3 . at m' ye} 262 1 H 
_ Vee no wicked Defgn on you Pe 
| each, e ' 7 Lo 
' Young plump, and well made; 01 


1 me careſs thee, and be not 21. 


Kill ſhe kept rannte abdificw ike the Wind, 
ile the poor r 


314 [| wy>eut - ail cr 152 +7 
b the chief of Phyſiclans, 8 and none of ths College 


it be mention ' with oe for Breen d 
Fenice * 

uch Herb, Flow'r, and plant, by its Name I cam 
call, — —' 

jul do more than the beſt ſeven them all: 
With my Powder and Fa- " 7 

I cure all the Ile a 23: 4. I 290 RT r 
at ſweep off ſuch Plumber each Week io the Bills 
ll he ler. running, andflew like the Wind, 

eee 


5 | Befdes, I'm 4 Poet, Child; into the Bargains 2 * 
ep all the Writers of fam'd Coyent-Gardes : 
50 Pathe Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wir, 
Cart: Wt ny own Sonners and /fing to my Kit + 10 4 
mat 


I'm at Will's all the Day, 6 3 rw ifs "Ag 


And each Ni gt at the Play, 


e Verſes L make Ext 5s Hops, ay aſe: * 


mien the heard bim talk thus, the tedenbled — 
Speed, 


bore- I Nov bad our wiſe TOW (but Lovers ate — 
| lu the Language of Lombard lfte dend ber 


Mind : 
Look, Lady, whis 10 is tie e Ane 
Olabobs! I muſt —_ thee, * Joy 5 Ho- 
ne; F734 14. 


ti 


FI 


fy had flew like a Whore flo a Conſtable freed. 1 


| FI WE 4 * 9 „ ” 1 
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EY Courrenahs | 
Lt next the Chair, -- eee 
A dall thortly.be Mayer,.; --.- 

Neither cis nor Pace with me ta 

Parte: eee 

un wiinkkcd 4 P, e 1 

* God had W Nymph bad berncin 

3 

* 0 NG exvi. 2 
E beanteous Ladies of this Land, 
| Whoareſs nondtowdurming fin, 
That Voreigners do andecfidad.. 
You ſomething mare than Mogtls are, 

I mean now to lay before ye 

All the Tale of a Soldier's Clory, 

 Th' atticking; and hacking, and barking, 

And thwacking of \Monfieur,' - 


Ard make him prove a vaio — 
All this 1 will « Soldier do for Love. 


A beauteous Miſtreſs i is the Word. ln 
That makes a Soldier draw his Sword; 
The wotſt of Dangers he will prove, 
To be endear'd with Nights of Love: 

' What did we aur Blades unſheath for, 
8 ſo often venture Death for 

In Brabant, at Bruges, at Bruſſels, at Ghent, 
Oftend, Ramilly, at Tis at Touraay, at Blenbeim, 
At Domay, Bethune, St. Vincent, and Air, 
And many more Towns I want Breath for? 
All this will a Soldier do for Love. 


. \ - $. 1 


- 


of ENGLISH: „ . 229 
v raliant Soldier only dies Tun 
» wounded by the faip ques Kg685. 2 
abe may his Safety boaſt, 
there's no Armour gainſt a. Toaſt⸗- 
wo te bn Deccira, N 4 M 
lag down into» Fever 8 
iu Heart, like a Drum, 
Bats come, come, come, 
me to my Arms, 
In murder d by y a ge 55 
this will hy ane Ch, 4 


Tag” © 


„„ 


1 don Anne, compleating all 
de Balance of this mighty Ball, 
fu doybly bonour'd a $aldiex's Life, 
| keing a noble Soldier's Wife: 
ur Ladies, it can't he new tyes 
Nat your Beauty ſpurs Wan 


Umiring, deſiring, Love firing, 
bfiring the Brave too, 


lues us defy a Grave too: 
Jl Renard bath a Solder Life 


* 
nf 
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$0NG CXVII. 


* $priog Ty coming» 
AI Nass is n 
ich amorous Lover |. 
Does Vigour recover, 7. 

The Birds are fingingy, ; x 


bid Flowers ate f. prigging x, © 


IF} 


4 


A bibs 


130 4 unh 


Here's Toys to be ces figy”- 
Who' makes one F! *" a1 yd lebanon 6 


66 a: [4 vin 7 46 


Bliſs paſt Compariſcng' rp 19010 
At Mr. Harri ſon s,, ;. 
| Dices are ratt ling, Li eine z 
Beaus are pratt'ling, SY a, 
Ladies walking vob 
- And wittily talking 
1H Madam the Medley i jul eg. 
1 3 { 


8 0 N G C XVIII 
CM Look rene « Thouge | 


a "— - > * 
"ED = — — — — = . —_— - — 1 
— ů]blbů 2 — . — CE — — = 

9898 
4 
* 


Which Time can ne'er remove? 
! Yes, fooliſh Heart, again thou're 2 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love: 
She ſees the Corquelt of ber Eyes, ys qui 
Nor heals the Wounds ſhe gare; 
She ſmiles whene'er his Bluſhes a; 
And, ſighing, ſhuns her Slave. 
„Then, Swain, be bold, and Hill adore ber, 
Still ber flying Charms purſce 3, / 


Love and Friendſhip both implore her, 


Pleading Night avd Daß fbr you." * ꝗnmͥnùdm 


> wal 
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Arken, and I will tell you how 
ET EY 
V be could neither ſay nor de, 

The Truth I tell to you, _. 

yy, he cries, whare'er betide, 

x) Ie ha'e to be my Bride, 

Fi « fa, Lab; Sc. 


lin grey Lad as he did ride, 
i Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
prick'd her on wi' mickle Pride, 
yy mickle Mirth and Glee :, 

der you Moſs, out o'er yon Moor, 
U be came to her Daddy's Door, 

Fab 4 fa, lab, &c. £1 


Inas, quoth he, be ye within, 

tome your Daughter's Love to win, 

are no for making mickle Din 
What Anſwer gi ye me ? | 

Wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
a 1 
ub « fe, bal, r. FAT?! 


mn, Wooer, ſince ye Fs ven FR 


* 
* 
6 * —- 


e do ye win, or in what Town 2. 11814 41 


| Mr NO 
( be ic a Lad as ye. « . 


131 * Co LANE N 
8 | The Wover he flepe up to the Houſe, 
With a fa, bal, &c, 141 ee nhl 


Lane he lf e 
Toa good ga'n Tale, and Gear en 
The Place they ca' it Cadeneugh; 
I ſcorn to tell a Lie : 
Beſides, I had frac the great Laird, 
A Peat-pat and a Lang-kail Yard; 


With 4 fa, Zal, &c. 152 DAY zen | 


The Maid pat TR. 

She was the bra welt in a* the Town 

I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 2 
Bar blinkit bonnilie. | 

| The Lover he ſtended up in haſte, 

And gript her hard about , 
With a fa, 4, &e, 


To win your r mas TOY 5 


I'm young, and he*eetiough” 0! Gent, 
And for yp ſell ye need na ue” 


He took TT | 
He dighted bis Gab, > Arty fy ber Mö; 


With « fa, its Nun 5 N - * | 


The Maiden bl ris 
She had nac Will” 10 ſoy Vin un, | 
But to her Dady the left it 4, 


As they twa cou'd agree. 


The Lover he ga v her ch tither Ki © 17 2511 
gyne ran to het e 


. With a fa, lat, K. Mtn ever Vent 
uy | bet - gn gif banta R vet 
E — W > 4:2 
4 But to your ſell ſhe has left it 4˙, 
As we cou'd agree berweet us twe, die 
Sap, whar'll ye gie me wi her? 5 
Now, Wooer, quoth he, L N need 0g 
But fic's I ba'e ye's get 4 N 
1 Wb « fe, lal, 75 * 20 * 545 
4 7 r 20A 


A Kilo fu' of Corn Tu gte be bes, „ d 
dun: Soums of Sheep, rwa good Milk N 

Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free, 
Troth, I dew do na; mait. () "4 


* Content, quoth he, a Bargain be't, 
7a far frac hame, make abs, ler 380. (| 
25 With « fe, lab, e. | EET : | 1 - 


The Bridal Day it came to pa, 

Wi' mony a blythſome Lad and La 3 D 

But ſicken a Day there never was, 7 19750 282 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen, 

This wioſom Couple ſtraked Hands, > yaa I 

Meſs John ty'd up the mm .* 0 
With « fa, la, c. I one 


. * de 7 
r tw o.51t: By * 


bn were na few, 


1 one = | 


Wi Tap-knots, Lug-knots, à in blue, ccf 


434 of oC OLAREQHMHYD 
Frae Tap to Le they: wirebramgey, :- Ty 

And blinked boni e. Ne bins ing 
Their Toys and Mutches were fac cha, au 
They glanced in our Ladies 1 

With a fal, dal, 6c. | fg": 1 

« & 31 1121 ts ls ua 5 ent OY 07 

Sic Hirdum,, Dirdam. ad fedin, 7 
Wi' he o'er her, ai ſhe oer him. E 457 I 
_ The Minſttalsabey gidneyar bl, 
Wi” mickle Minh asd Gees. 


And ay they bobit, and ay they becke, . Aw! | ü 

And ay their Wames cogether met, 1 

With a fag Lal, o > :.' Li #109 10 "wh 61131 4 
Wie n — {4 10 de 2 

4 11 13, gafkba v. a \ 


SONG. cxx 4 


D Ip, 1a ene * bes = adore, * ye | 
As T unffrateful Nanny 188 mw 


Was ever Shepherd's Heart To'fore? ; 
Or evet broken Heart ſo trug? 5 
My Cheeky ate fwell d, with Teach, bus th; ro ; 
Has never wet a Cheek for e.. £ 212i 1 
eit n £47 03110 rY 
if Nanny call'd, did e er hay? ſay in | 
Or linger, hen the bid me run? 
She only had the Word to ay, E 1 
And ail ſhe wiſh'd was quickly doho. 
I always cific on ber, bot I 1301 525 £2 


Does ne er bſtouꝰ a ane 1 


17 


ef Bn abun SON Ns. If 
ro let her Cows my Clover taſt g,, N 
Have I not roſe dy Break of Day? 3 |; 
Sever Nenny's Babe, uy; cn on Wwils ft or x 
if Robin in hie Bart had Hay? 1) 
m to my Figlds they welcome Were. 


Inver was Weleg s, yet to her. 


d VE Oe 
lf ever Nanny loſt a Sheep, 1 t 1 411:T YN 
| cheerfully did give. her a9; , a. © # 
4nd 1 ber Lambs did {afely keep. ot 


Within my Folds it in Froſt a 1 Snow + 75 


Have they not chery, 10 Cold. nie, 
Bu: Nanny (till is col ae Us oo 12 " 


A L. 4 * "4: 


When Nanny to the Well Sm vt ads old 
Twas I that did her Picehers fl :: | 
Full as chey were, L brought them hom, 
Her Cora 1 carry'd to the Mills g 
My Back did bear the Sack, but he „ We 
Will never bear the Sight of me. uy be bo ts 


To Nanny's Poultry Oate gave; - 
I'm ſure they always had the beſt 05 
Within this Week her Pidgeons have 
Eat up à Pech f Peaſe, at leaſt, W 8 () 
Her little Pidgeons kiGs bor Oe 
Will never dane a rr e a 3d N¹,:,ð 


*! 3243 Bus 
Muſt Robin always Mating ed, N PRC 
And Nanny Ri on Robin wee bal 


IS A F 


W N * 

136 41 Cor reren 

Alas! poor Wreteh, what ſhall 1 d 
. 

If no Relief to me {bell bring, 

111 hang rarer 


& > £K& , 
1 — * * , 13 £263.11 3 
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8 ON G 'CXX1. 
| Ently touch the warbling Lyre, 
, Chloe ſeems inclin'd to Reſt 
Fill her Soul with fond Defirez © 
Soſteſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt; 
Plexfing Dreams aſſiſt in Love; 
Let chem all propicious prove. 


On the Moſſy Bank ſhe lies, 4 
Nature's verdant Velvet Bed) 
Beaureous Flowers meet her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head; 
 Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 
and indulging Whiſpers found. ' 


* ES | A * 
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8 01 N G CXXIl. 


O Befſy Bel end Mary Grey. 
They are twa bonoy Laſſes, 
They bigg'd « Bower on yon Burn-bras, - 
And theek'd ic o'er wi' Raſhes, 
Fair Beſſy Bell 1 100'd Yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 


7 
— FF + 


of ENOPISsH SMO. 4 | 
Gray's WR, wky | 
2 my reer fac * (3 


Now Beſy's Hair" s, tk 6 ln. . 

She ſmiles- like, a Mgy'\Morgings ; r 

"hen Phabus arts fras Therss' Lap, "Mz. * 

m Hill wich Rays adornin ng: 

White is her Neck, ſalt iz er. Hand, 

Her Waiſt and Feer' s fy" geviys 

Fithilke Grace {he can commgn od, N 
Her Lips, o wow | they! re dainty; 


C 


and Mary's. Logks are like a Craw, | 
Her Eyes like Diamonds glance, C 
ſhe's oy (ae'clean'redd. wpj and bmw, 
She kills hebe ſhe dun tnt: | 
Bijthe as a Kid, with Wit at Will, gut wN 
She blooming, right aud rallies z 
And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' lr 9 
0 Fove ! ſhe's like" thy Falls. 1 
et 2 (ig 207 ls (f g IT 
Dear Beſſy Bell and: Mary Greys: 92 1 o 214 
Ye unco ſair oppreſs us: 
ur Fanoies joe bet weed αν,τ.]¹ e T6 
Ye are {ic bonny Baſſes 716d oo Tt 
Wie's me, for baich Lean get, ns 
To ane by Law were ſtented gx 
Then I'M draw Cute, and take ty Fury 
4nd be e eee $1901 yet W 
„ $v:9%80 ee 1fo0aft nity lie 
1M al ow nid 18 


r ORG nom woe un we - 
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SONG CX XIII. 

HAT is Glory, Wealth, or Plexſure, 

After which Mankind aſpire? 
Thou, my Life! art all An L- 
Joy and Glory I defire, a 
On thy ſnowy Boſom lying, py 

Praifing my auſpicious Fare, 

Love a mutual Bliſs ſupplying, ' 

I am N rich, and mM | 


SONG OXX1V.. 1 


He. OVE's an idle, childiſh Paſſion, | F 
' Only fi for Girls and Boys; 
Marriage is a curſed Faſhion, | 
Women are, but fooliſh Toys, 
Spight of all the tempting Evils, _ , 
Still thy Liberty maintain 3 | | 
Tell em, tell the pretty Devils, 
' + Man alone an _ 7 


She. Empty aber 1 koow hy Duty. 

Thou who dar'ſt my Pow r defy 3 
Feel the Force, of Love and Beauty, * 

Tremble at my Feet god die, 

Wherefore does thy Colont leave thee ? | 
Why theſe Cares upon thy, Brow ? 4 50 

Did the Rebel, Pride, deceive thee? 
Ask him, who's tha Monarch now! 


Still perſiſt to ryrannize? © 


Can 2 Flame approach to warm her ” i 6 


Who from Danger ever ies 2 
Circled in 2 Crowd of Lovers, 
Freely all you enterrainz 
None a fav*rite Smile diſcovers, 
Yet we're in live in Pain, 


Thus, by Art, your Sex 9 
You indulge each vain Pretence; 


But approve the Man of Senſe. 
Long in Silence have I waited, 


Fearful to be one you hated, - 


Heav'n deſign'd you kind as fair; 
de then (for *ris in your Nature) 


| f EncLian. Songs. 


| S. O NG cxxv. 
alert, tur thou ever, lovgly Charmer, 


Fops encourage by good Breeding, TY 


Trembling to diſcloſe my Love, _ 


Hopeleſs you'd my Flame approve. | 
hut, believe me, charming Creacure, 


Kind, lhe dey PRIN ee wear. | 


U 
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3 00R ightog. Damon c iy % 
The dees ing Hlvie: 155 * 

To ev ry Scream be tell bis Þ Pain, * bi phy 

His Care to ev'ry Grove, POR 


| Whilſt render Sylvie's panting Breaſt 
For ſcornful cAcron burns, 
Proud Acron flights her fond Requel,... 
And all her Favour ſcorn, _ 


Let ev'ry Nymph hat -Qlighzs ber Fi 5 
Still meet with Slvie' s Fate; : 
And, when ſhe feels her Lover rin, 
Her own Example hate. 
— —— — TOE ny 
s Od OXXVIE 
Dieu, ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 
Farewe! 6ach' Song that Was diverting, ! 
Love tunes my Pipes to mournful Lays, /:-./ 
I 1 fingof Dalis and:Damor's parting, 
Long Wd he loy's, and lo conceaPd de 
|  Thedear, tormenting, pleaſing Paſſion, 
Till Dalia's Mildne rpeavgil'd 
On him to thew higIne fjuhion. 


> 


Juſt as the fair one ſcom'd 26-give 
A patient Ear to his Love-Story, 


T 


of Exc 116 Sonss. 141 


nos muſt his Dalia leave, | 
fo go in Queſt of toilſome Glory. 
1 Words hung on their Tongue, 
Nic — re fus d their uſual Meeting; 
4d Sighs ſupply'd their wonted Song, i 
Theſe charming Sounds were chang'd to Weep- 
_ yp, * A 


ar Idol of my Soul, 44400 3 

(eaſe to lament, but ne'er to love me 2 
ſhile Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other Charms. ſhall eyer move me. | 
ul who knows when parted far | I 
From Dalia, but you. may deceive her: 

ie Thought deſtroys my Heart with Care, 


Adieu, my Dear, I fear, for ever. 


ae 


— 


8 O N G CXXVILL 


0VE's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, | 
| Which in Faney you poſſeſs : 
bd the Folly lies the Pleaſure; 

Wiſdom always makes it leſs, 

Iden we think, by Paſſion heated, 

We a Goddeſs have in Chaſe, _ | 

ike Ixion we are cheated, 
and a gaudy Cloud embrace, 


y only is the Lover, * 
Whom his Miſtreſs well deceives 


* 


142 4 Courre nr 
| Seeking noching to diſcover, var vet 
He contence lives ut Baſe; " al 6 « 

But the Wretch that would: ut 
What the ſair one would diu, 
Labours for his oπαn unaelng ß edyiz 


Changing happy to b wiſe , 4. > dart 


8 


8 ONE C xx. 


W 0 U'D Heav'n indulge my, love- ck Mi 
And make my Joys . 


Let me my Myrg's Favour 
And lay me at ber Peet. he 

If the dear Nymph but on me late, 
Then Fate may do its worſtz 


] 


- £7 r 
of * &% 


/ While ſhe is kind, I fear ud III, Mn 

Inter can be accuuſt, ____ * 

Wich her I cou dd for ever del; 8 
There's Heav'n, within her arme i 

But abſent from her, I'm'ih . 

Dire . Soul alarms; “ N 

I rave, I burn, I pine, I die, Per 

Nought can my Heart rellevez A 
But at her $ight my Sorrows a, | 0 But 

Her Preſence 1 me Hyr. . 


e BUbgh 3h The 
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H 0' Beauty, like the Roa, 14 % 

That ſhines.on Polwerth . 1 

þ acious Colours ſhows, _ _ we 
as tis by Fancy ſeen: | WY; 

ſe all irs diffrent Glories ne 

Uaited in her Face, 1 d eon 

þod virtue, like the gun on 0 1e wr 


© charming is her ale, 

$ ſmooth, ſo calm her Mind, 
That to ſome Angel's Car y 
Each Moment deems aſſigu k: 1 4 
i yet ſo careful, Prizbely, gay, 

The joyful Moments fly, 


uuiß for Wings; they ſtole aun 1 
She darteth from 3 25 ö 


Lind am'rous Cupids, Ane 1 
Wich tuneful Voice ſhe — 

Perfume her Breath, add ſnle, nk 
And wave their boy Os, Ny mY IF 
But as the tender Bluſbes riſe, »Þ * 


Soft Innocence doth warm; | ; 
The Soul in bliſsful Kxtafies - | +: 
Diſſolyeth in the Charm. J . 
Aa et b I 


44 a Cortterion 
$0Ns cexxxi ME 


The Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom, Be. 


The Broom of Cowdenknows: 5 
I wiſh I were wich my dear Swain, | | 
Milking my Daddy s Ewes, | 4 
How blythe ilk Morn was I to ſee 1 
The Swain come o'er the Hill? 
He leap'd the Brook, and ſlewC to me; — 
IT met him with good Will. 
He cun'd his Pipe and Reed fac ſwoet, 
The Birds ſat liſtning by: F \ 
r is», 2 An 
Charm'd with meats 1 
„ Te 
ck pt aan. Fe 
Wuile his Flock near me lay: 
| He gather'd in my Sheep at Een, Le 
0 And chear'd det Ne | C 
N 
ö . 
| He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 3 / 
Cou'd I but thankful de? ar 
He ftaw my Heart, cou'd I refuſe © An 
Whate er e | * 
While chus we ſpent our Time, by turns, | Y 
Berwixt our Flocks and Play, 1 


. IP I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
_ ' Tho' ne er ſac rich and gay. 


Hard Fate, that I ould bayifh'd be, 
R-cauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. . 
a . Wa $3293 2 4 * 
Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, n 008 
Farewel a Pleaſures there IF 
Ie Gods, reſtore to me my nin, 
[s a' I crave or care. ARE bats 


R 


SON 'G CXXXIL. 


OUNG e budding Gracts dais 
Y The inſpir'd Thought, and ſofteſt Lay, 
And kindle in the Breaſt a Flame 

Which muſt be vented in her Praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle Shepherds, have you ſeen - 
Ter one {6 like ap Angel nad the Groen F 

„ 5 W wx. WL. IF © 


Ye Youth, be watchful of your Hearts, 

When ſhe appears, take the Alam: 
Lore on her Beauty points his Darts, 

Add wings an Arrow from each Charm. 
Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy Neck 2 teſort. 


But vain auf rom Gunlen _—_ A 
When ſuch inchanting Sweetneſs ſhines: 
The wounded Swain maſt yield to Love, 
And wonder, tho” he hopeleſs pines. 
O „ | | 4 
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146 „ Cor rrerten 
Such Flames the foppiſh Butter- fly ſhou'd ſhin} 
| The Ragle's ouly Gt to view the San, 


She's as the opening Lily fair, 
Her lovely Features are ap 

Whilſt Hear” n, indulgent, makes her ſhare 

Wich Angels all that's wife and fweet. 
Theſe Virtues, which divinely deck her Mind, 
Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior Kind, 


Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town, : 
O happy he her Fayour gains, 
Unhappy, if the on him frown. | 
The Muſe, unwilling, quits the torely Theme, 
Adicu, ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her Name, 


a. AD. 2 


SONG CXXXIII. 

N the Bank of a River ſo deep, 
O Whoſe Waters glide filently on, 
Sad Roſalind ſat down to weep, 


For Dames, her Lover, was gone: 
The faireſt and Faithfulleſt fhe 

Of all that tripp'd over the Plains, 
But, alas! the moſt fickle was he, 

Among all the Shepherds and Siding | | 


Down each Cheek ran „ 
All his Vows are forgotten ! ſhe eres, 


Regarded no more than a Dream, 
Tho' for him his fond Shepherdeſs dies: 


of ENGLISH Son 48. 
He's gone, the falſe Cre is gone, | 
To deceive ſome freſh yoph 0! ' the pla; P 


Whoſe Fate will, like mine, be 10 Woan . 
The Loſs of fee 8. * * r 


Beware, you bright Maidens, W 
If my treacherous Shepherd you meet, 
For, alas ! he's bewitchi ngly fair; 
, When he ſpeaks, — na Maſiek ſo ſwept? - 
As the Spring he is blooming and gay, 
As the Summer delightſome ad kind 
But believe not one Word he can ſay, 
For be w falle as the wavering Wied. | 


wy 
j 


Fooliſh Maid, whilſt I thought he was true, 
| ſeat up ue Loch ww the eg id 3. 
P All the Sunſhine or Gloom that Dues! b w $4" 
— Was the Gloom or the Shine of his Bye, 
He alone was my Joy and my Care, 
I wiſh'd for no Heaven above; 
No Sorrow, no Pain could I fear, 
No Hell, but the Loſs of bis Love. 4 
1 
How fondly.chdearing was hey? „ 4 
Till I granted whate'er he Uefvd Þ - 44 
But, you Virgins, take warning by. 5 * 
For his Flame from that Moment expird. 
Now I ne'er ſhall embrace him again, 
He, ungrateful, i is flown from tny m 
Far away o'er the flowery Plain, 
Aud deſyſſes theſe ſallieg Cl { * 6 
LFY Weener 


© Lan) - 


— „ 


I” 


1498 4 Correction 
Sure the Gods have ſome Vengeance in Store; 
For the Breach of thoſe Vo which be mate 


| Tho! by him they're remember'd no more 


Than the Wretch who by them was betray d. 


| But forgive him, ye Powers above, 


Tho he's falſe, bring vo Harm on his Head; 
Bur crown him with Beauty and Love, 


Long after poor Roſalind's dead. 


Thus ſhe mensa; what a Scene all i | 


The Birds flag their Wings at her Sighs, 
The Valleys her Sorrows reſound, 

Arid the Stream ſhews her blubbered Eyes: 
All Nature takes Part in her Woe, 

A black Cloud o'er the Heaven is ſpread, 
The Winds have forgotten to blow, 

And the Willows bend over ber Head. 


& i. 


—_ 


SON G CXXXIV. 


LL in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd W 
Such a Prank was play d, 
 !Twixt a Man and a Maid, 
; That all the Saints ery d fie on. * 


For gentle Fabn and Suſan 
Were oft at Recreation: | 
To tell the Truth, | 
This vig'rous Youth || 
Caus'd a dreadful 


—_ 


of ENGLISH!SON@S. 149 
boch Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, vi'vs I . 
Brisk John was at her Crupper; idw nQ 
He got in ber Gs (41+ 1D of 
Five times be fob P, 1 3 0 
And fix times aſten Suppers -- 23 , 545 bo 


huhn, being well provided. 
do eloſely did ſolac herr 
That Suſan's Waiſtt 2Vvo - 
So ſlackly lae d, bus. 174 14 oy 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Cast, B. 


lt when 33 — 
That Suſan bad ory nan, 
And that this Laſs, 8 
For want of Grace, 1 14g 
Lor'd Kiffing more than bee, | 
rode won bote ala »buo iD 
2 To cleanſe the Houſe from caudal. 
And filthy Forni eating v5 
Of all ſuch Crimes 
To thew the Tings i 15 1 won od 
His utter Deteſtation z $068 1 ff ava bea 


He took both Bed and Bolſter, * f1olh 
Nay, Blankets, Sheets, land Flow, A n 
With Johnnys Frock “ ds ron Lk 
And Suſan's Smock, als nl =P E 
And burnt e S ινẽ qq 


8 


- . N of © Y 
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170 1 "COLLECTION & 
TI 72 Tei 
On which they ee . 
As Chairs, Joint-ſtools,./ Fit ni g 
Old Trunks, Cloſę- col, 7 
And eke the three · legg d Cuicket. 


But had each thing deſ illi 
Been burnt at Br ampron- D. 
% We all muſt grant, 222 
The Knight wou'd want 
A 8 9 502 


SONG cxxxv. 


P n 
, Bell Jzopt a Tear, or 20 
They bed the Pag of the Youl 
From her own Tongue, 
Who now converted was to Trath, 
And thus the ſung: f 


Bien Days! L ; 
Did not their ben Adoten ven, 

But ſpoke their Mind. 
| Repenting now, the promie'd fairy 
Wou'd be return, 

She ne ler again wou'd give him Care, 

Or cauſe him mourn. 


= £4 £5 £Y-. 
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Why lov'd I the deſerving Swain, - 
Yer ſtill thoughe Shame, 7 

[ When he my yielding Heare did gaing 

1 To own my Flame? Ai 216] ac e & 
Why took I Pleaſure to torment, K «+ 
And ſeem too coy? $4. 
Which makes me now, alas! lament 
My lighted Joy. | | 1 


Ye Fair, while Beauty's in irs 1 - 

Own your Deſire, __,. . 

While Love's young Power, with bia ch Wing, | 
Fans up the Fire: y 7 
0 do not, with à ſilly Pride, 

Or low DeGgn, 

Refuſe to be a happy Bride, 

But anſwer plain. 15 | 


Tus the fair Mournes wail'd her Sime; . 
With flowing Eyesz | | 
Glad Jamie heard her all che Time, 
With ſweet Syzprize : * 

Some God bad led biin to the C, 

His Mind unchang d, 


Flew to her Arms, ud, my Low, | 
I am reyeng'd, 


: 
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SON CXXRVES 


8 Damon late with Chloe ſat, 1 VC Ml 
They talk'd of am'rous ri 
Kind Things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid 
In pleaſing Smiles and Kifſes: * 1 
Wich tuneful Tongue, of Low te fngy- 
» She thank'd him for his Ditty, 
But ſaid, one Day the heard Him fyp; 


') 


TheVlpte was mighty Prep. FOOL oy a 
UULOVY 4 38 4 YL ö 


W Damon, who her eg, 
Took out bis Pipe to charm ber, 
And while he ſtrove with wanton —_ 
And ſprightly Airs to warm her, © 
She begg'd the Swain to play — 
In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, 
Whoſe killing Somd would deen wound, ' Y 
And make her die with Planes. 


| >; * 
Eager to do's, he takes the Flats, 125% 
| And ev'ry Accent traces, | NN Ng 
Love trickling thro? his Fingers flew, © 


And whiſper'd meltivg Graces * Wh v6 +1 
He did his Part with wond'rous — an 1 
ExpeRing Praiſes aftexz __ 
But the, inſtead of f. [leads 
Burſt out into a a — 


Taking the Hint, as — 
Said be, My Dear, be cafy ; 


"od 


* 


Nay play 8 Tune to pleaſe ye? 


| play'd again, and tho? each Strain 


of ENGLISH Sonos. 199 
ure a Flute, Which, tho“ tis mare, * | 


en down he laid the charming Maid, 
fl. found her kind asd willing 5 | 1 


Was ſilent, yet "nas killing Kyo: IR 


iu chloe bon appro u the Tune, N 
Aud vowd * play d e 
have it o'er, ſaid the, one moves | h 
l goes — finely : 

e Flute is good that's made of Wood, 
ud is, I own, the neateſt 3 

t, de ertheleſs, I muſt confeſs, 

The ſilent Fluteꝰ's the ſweeteſt, 


- A F * 
"© 2” "oF © a” . 
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SONG CXXXVIL | 
O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs 
Salute a Virgin's Hand; 

o ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs. 
Thou doſt not underſtaad. 
for in thee, methinks, I find ; 
(Tho! is not half ſo bright} 48 
Emblem of her beauteous Mind, <4 
by Nature clad in White, 


arly thou may'ſt touch the Fair, - 
Whom few ſecurely can 5 

it preſs her Bteaſt, her Lip, ren, 4 _ 
0: vanton with hee Fan's + 


154 "I. eben- 
ee 
From Maſquerade to Pl „ ap hut 
Ah ! could'ſt thou hither come 8 LON . 
To tell me what the ſays! -_ 


| Eo then, and when the Morning Cold 
Shall nip ker Lily Am, 
Do thou (Ob, might I YOU. Ie. 
With Kiſſes make it warm. iy 
But when thy gloſſy Beauty's der, 
When all thy Ch arms are doe, f 
Return to me, I'll love thee more 
Than e er I yet have ** 


97 


1 


S8 QN G cxxxvlll. £6 
NCE. I lov'd ac e Ne 
Zut the Flame with * Iban 
Is not for each tender Feature 
Nor for her Wit ae Tae, 1 
But for her Down, down, derry don, 
But for her Down, eee ab « 


« 1 * 7 fy 4 


On the Graſs I faw * Lg > ff 208 . 07 
Strait I ſciz'd hertender Waiſt, 
On her Back the lay complying, | Lela 4.028] 
With her lovely Body Placid 
Under my Down, &c. 


* 
21 


But the Nymph being N „ K 
Cou'd not bear the dreadſul Smart, 


$11 unwilling to ſurrender, 
akt Mamma to take the Part 0 


Out of Breath, Mans 4 : 


If 
+ 


To prevent poor Nancy's Fate 1 
kt the Girl, now grown mote cunning, 8 2 
+ cd, Mamma, ue come $00 late, 
| For I am Down, &c. . N 


SONG C Xxx M. 
Entle Air, thou Breath of Lovers, x 
Vapour from a ſecret Fire, 


ſhich by thee itſelf diſcovers, 


teſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony's refined Part, 

nking, while thou Rem'ſt to anguiſh, 
Full upon the Liſtner's Heart. 


a 


&ſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, : 
Stealing thro' a Croud of Spies, 

ſto conſtrain the outward Faſhion, - 
loſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes - 


upeleſs Sigh, we ne'er can ſhow thee, 
form'4 but to affault the Ear © 
, ere to their Coft they know thee, 
** Nymph may read thee hexe. 


4 
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S ONG CXL. c 
T Lawland Maids gang trig and b be, 0n 
But aft they're four and unco ſaucy, 
| Sae proud they never can be kind, The 
Like my good-humout' d Highland Laffie, * 
O my bony, bony Highland Laie, » 
h) lovely, ſmiling Highland Laſfie, 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
© But Bloom of Tout ſtill bleſs my Laſſe, - 5 
Than ony Laſs on Borrowſtown, . | Mey 
Who make their Cheeks with Patches mgtic, but 
I'd tak my Katie, but a Goa, "i 
- Bare-footed, in berlirtleCotie. | 
v my bony, &c. 23 
Benesch the Brier or Brecken Buſh, H 
Whene'er I kifs and court my Dautie, 
Happy and blythe as ane wad wiſh, Fad 
My flighteren Heart gangs pittie — The d 
O my bony, &e. = 
O'er higheſt heathery Hills II ſtenn, Und t 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, Tis fl 
To drive the Deer our of their Den, for F 
To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. . 
o my bony, &c. Thou 


There's nane ſhall dare, by Deed Ru ny Ache 
'Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, Uthe 


447 


ae. „ 
While I can wield my truſty Sword. 


or frae my Side n out a e. 110 
0 my bony, &c. 9 50 > d: 10k 28M , 


97 910 1.4 0:18 % 1 en 
The Mountains clad with — Bloom, 


And Berries ripe invite my Treaſure, 
To range with me; let great Folk gloom, 
While Wealch and. ou * rhe Pleg- 


Mey never Care make thee le ſ⸗ fair, 9 11 


i Bom of Un. 82 _ 
2 1626 192 — — — 4841 = 


s 0 N ck. ge 
[Jer Inſe8, what can be wen 


LT + 44S 


fed with Nouriſhment divine, 
me dewy uh * * nur and 


Kare waits upon thee will, © = : A on 
and thy verdant cup does fill; _ « an Heres 
Tis fill d where-ever thou doſt tread: 5 
Þr Nature's ſelf as thy Ganymede,.  -- 


Thou doſt dr ink, and Vance, and . 0 
Happier than the happieſt Ring; 


al the Fields which thou doſt ee, 171 


IS A 4 


Ade Plants belong to the: Rey 
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All that Summer Hours produces 
Fertile made with early Juice. 


Man for thee does ſow and ploughz x , 


The Prophet of the ripen'd Year; 


To thee, of all things upon Earth, 


But when n lint; adware dad fg 


Farmer he, and Landlord thou, | 


Thou innocently Joſt enjoy, 1 
Nor does thy Luxury deſtroy; 


With Joy the Shepherd heareth hee | I 


Far more rn "ny mew 7 


Thee Country Hinds with Gladneſ * oh | 


Thee Phebus loves, and does inſpire ; 
Bright Phabus is himſelf thy Sire. 


—ͤ]— ñ — 


Life is no longer than thy Mirth : 
Happy Inſe&, thrice happy | thou 
Do'ſt neicher Age 1 Wiater know, 


Thy Fill, the flow'ry Leaves among, 
Sated wich thy Summer-Feaſt, 
Thou retir't to endleſs Reſt. 


” as *» IP Ine 2 _— — 


9 


SONG cxLUI. 1 


Y ſmooth-winding Tay 
A Swain was reclining, 
Afr cry'd be, ob hey! | 
Maun I Kill live pioing | 


1 8 


My fell thus away, 

And dare na diſcover” 
To my bonny Hy 

That I am her Lover 8 


Nae mair it will hide, 

The Flame waxes — 
If ſhe's not my Bride, 

My Days are nas langer : 
Then I'll take a Heart, 

And try at a Venture, 
May be, ere we part, 

My Vows may content ber. 


She's freſh as the Spring, 
And ſweet as Aurora, | 
When Birds mouat and fing, 


* Ws 


Bidding Day a good-morrow, 


The Sward of the Mead, 
Euamell'd with Daiſies, 

Looks wither'd and dead, 
When twin'd of her Graces. 


Bur if ſhe appear G © 


Where Verdures invite her, "2; 
The Fountain runs clear, 


And Flow'rs ſmell che ſweerer; = 


Tis Heav'n to be by _ 
When her Wit is a flowing, . 
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wa A CoLLECTLON | 
Her Smiles and bright Eye [208 ud: 1s » 
— Set my Spirits 3 ibn fle t 
Yu? Vit & 
The mair that I gage... EO p yy 
The deeper I'm wonnded,. 
Struck dumb with Ame. 
My Mind is confoundgd, + | 
I'm all in a Fire, 
Dear Maid, to careſs ye, .. etl yu 
For a' my Deſire "ia N 2812 r t 
Is Hay's bonny Laſſie. 


«© © #4 
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OW happy's the vlan, that like you, Sir, 
His pretty dear fer ſon admire i 
Who, when with the Fair it odd dg, _ 
Content, to his Idol retireg-. : | 
He turns to his Glaſs, - | 
Where, in his ſweet Face, # 
Such raviſhing Beautigs diſcloſe, Uh 
His Heart on Fire, 
Is ſure his Deſire 
No Rival will ever oppoſe. 


* 7 * 


But when to a Nymph 2 Pretender, 
Poor Mortal, he ie on 4 Shelf; 
How little a Thing will defend her feb 
From one that makes Love to himfelf1 
While nice in Dreſs, 
And ſure of Succeſs, 


+» 0 
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jechioks ſhe tan never ger fi $5 127 
With ſmiling Eyes d 1190 1 
She rallies and flies, 2 
Wm SELL 
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ROM fiſreen Years fair ches wilh'd, 
She dreamt and Ggh'd in van; 

and hardly knew her Virgin Rwy 
Were bankering . Man. 


Twas long before the harmleſs Maid 
Gueſs'd whence ber Paſſion grew, 

zu when ſhe bad her ſelf ſurvey d, 
The ſecret Cauſe ſhe knew. 


To Jove ſhe thus her ſelf addreſs d, 
aud humbly begg d his Ad; 
He kindly lent a liſtꝰ ning Ear, N 
While thus che Proſtrace ſaid : 


Grant me, great Fove, a Huband; 4, 
Gay, vig'rous, kind and young, 

i Churchman hot, a Tory true, .. _ 
And to his Pony eng. a 


No Grudge the God bore to the Maid, © 
He therefore thus did grant: 


P 3 
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Be match'd, for Lie, 70 an ald ne Go, 
Ot Merit and of Want. 1 gall] | p 
Rnrag'd, the Nzmpb io Venus. fed, 7 
Who eas'd the Devotee, 
NL onda — 60 
From Want 4nd rany free, _ A 
Lt — 2 To 
| m— 04 | | . Me >. Y 
; 8 ON G CXLY, WM”. 
HY ws love and why we ny * 
Is not granted us to'know; © 7. 


Random Chgnce, or wilful Fate, 
Guides the Shaft from Cupid's Bow, - 


Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve: © 
Since her Will is not her . a 
Why ſhould 1 vngaly Wine ne 5 


If 1 for Zelinda die, 115 1 4; 
Deaf to poor Mizellz's Cites} ; 
Ask not me the Reaſon why :-- . ORR 
* 1 


at. __ us — cantata 14 8 


50 N GS CLV 
No protty Birds chat fic am te 
F Amidſt the ſhady Vel, 
And ſee how ſweetly Phillis walks, 
Within her guarded Alleys: 


If pn me Zelinde frown, — | 481 9s 


* 
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Go, pretty Birds, untg pr Bowery, 
ring, pretty Birds, (he may ng lower : 
For fear my faireſt Phillis OS 
Tou pretty TOON: 1 


£fl LL: 
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Go tell her thro? your chir Bi 
As you by me are ein * 1 
To her is only kngwo my Love, er 
Which from the World is hidden: 
60, pretty Birds, and tall har ( .. 
ſee that your Notes fall not too low 

Fir fear my faireſt Phillis from, 
Toe pretty Wantons, verbis. 


Go tune your Voices Harmony, 
And ling I am her Loverz ___ 

min low and high, that every Note Y j 
With ſweet Conſent may move her : 

Tell her it is her Lover Mae + 
That ſendeth Love b yop and you 11 Io 
fb me! mesial | fer her fram, | 

Joy pretty Hanseat, merhie. 


Fy, rreur Birds, pod. para. v4 
bear me 8 loving: fuer Joy 1 

| Voto my faireſt Fhillis, and 
With your ſweet Mulick greet her; 

Go, pretty Birds, ungo her 

Haſte, pretty Birds, ago ber dy: 
Ab me | methinkg'$ ſer ber fromn, 


ou pretty Wantons, wi e. 
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And if you find her ſadly fer, 
About her ſweetly chant ie, 


© Until ſhe ſmiling raiſe her Head, 
Neꝰ er ceaſe until he grant it: 

Go, pretty Birds, and tell her I, 

As you have done, will tb ber fly: 
Ab me ! mecthinks I ſce ber fromm, 
Ton pretty Wantons, warble. 


— 
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SONG. CXLVI.. 
AKE Pity, Sylvie, charming Fair, © 
No more my Fate ſuſpend; 
But ſolve my Doubts, and eaſe my Care, 
bid me hope, or elſe deſpair, 
And thus my Sufferings end. 


A tedious Month I've been confi, 

(Which is a Age in Love:) ne 
Nor will you e er diſcloſe your Mind; OE And 
One while you're coy, and then you're kind, IIe 

Sometimes you neither prove: Key c 


Ah! Cruel Charmer, let me know my Fate; | 
Whiſper your Lowe, ea = 2 Then 


88 


. 92 


„ Everlen Sons, 6p 
«Fat off Biz A A 
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2 Commons; nd Eb, \ 22914 no 17 

Pray lend me nr EU -, 
Eren if Tea, 73 152611 108 © 
How Louis Le 

Was put to a "Ur 


the Arms'of or grins Wer wan 


How his Army i dien. „ r 2 
Had a total Defeat, _ - 1 

1 far from the River of Deader, | 4 
Where his Grand-Children twain 

For fear of being ſlain, 


log'd off wich the Popiſh te 


Toa Steeple on \ blah» | 

The Battle to ſpys- 

mounted theſe clever young Meng, 

And when from the Spire 

Tiey ſaw ſo much Fire, 

hey cleverly came daa 2gain.- = 


Then a Horſe-back os dat, 


all upon the ſamp Spot, 

Advice of thait Couſin Heads. 
)Lord! cry'd out he, | : 
Uato young Burgund, 

d your Brother ang you Warn t Home, | 
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| Juſt ſo did he ſay, _ | W 
When, wichont more Delay, 5 V 

Away the young Gentry fled, p 
Whoſe Heels for that Work " 
Were much lighter than Cork, 


Not ſo did behave = C 
The young Hanover Brave, * 
An this bloody Field 1 aſſure you; 

When his War-Horſe was ſhot, Fre 
Yet he matter'd it not, | Thi 
But charg'd Rill on Foot, like a Futy, c 
ö While Death flew about, 1 
Aloud he call'd out, 4 1 

Hoh! You Chevalier of 8t. Georg, 
If you'll neither ſtand © / oz 01 
By Sea nor by Land, Wh 
Pretender, that Title you forge, A 
: ; Hel 
As became that high Blood - * 

Which runs in his Veins ſo blue z 

This gallant young Man We' 
Being Kin to Queen Anne, If by 
' Fought as, were ſhe u Man, ſhe wou d do, in 
it 
What a Racket was here — 
(I think 'twas laſt Tear) go 


For a little ill Fortune in Spain, 


— 
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When, by letting them win, IT. 
We have drawn the Puts in 8 
loſe all they're worth, this bfu. 
Tho' Bruges and Gbest JT: 
To Monſieur we lent, 
ih lnt'reſt he ſoon ſhall repay em z 
While Paris may ſing 
Wich her ſorrowful King, 
+ Profundis, inſtead of Te eam. 


From their Dream of Succels 
They'll awaken, we gueſs, ' | 
the Sound of great Martborongb's — 
They may think, if they will, 
of Almanza ill, 
is Blenheim where-ever he comes. 


0 Lonzs ! perplext, 

What General's nent? x 
abaf hitherto chang'd em i vain. #t 
le bus beat en all round, Den 

lf no new ones are found, 
þ (ball beat the old over again, 


We'll let Tallard out, 
If he'll take t other Bout: q 
| much he's improv'd, let me tell ye, 
With Notting bam Ale 
At ev'ry Meal, © 
good _— and Beef in hls Belly. 
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158 1 Gorrronty 
| As Loſers at Play ' © / 


— 


Their Dice throw away, _ 
While the Winnet tie ſtill aus i, 

Let who will command, | 

Thou had'ſt better diftaridy 8 


For, old Bully, thy Don a you; 


— — — — 
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SONG CXLIX. 
LY, fly, you bappy Shepherd a. 
Avoid Philirus Charmes TY T 
The Rigour of her Heart denies: | To 
The Heaven rhat's in — | 
Ne'er hope to gate, and then revive, 

Nor yielding, to be bleſt: My 
Nature, who form'd her Eyes of — Tor 
of Ice compos'd her Breaſt, | 20 Glo 

x 1 
5 vet, lovely Maid, this 4 

A Slave, Whoſe Teal you movog 
The Gods, alas! your — » | Wo! 

Their Heay'n conſiſts in Love To1 
In ſpire of all che Thanks you bwe, ar: The 
Lou may reproach: em this, m 
That, where they did their — ? 

—_— have ares argon: 50 

| | ; 441 407m e 
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SONG C. 
OLD-MAN  _ 
HY ſo cold? and why ſo coy? | 
What I want in Youth and Fire, | | 
| hive in Love and in Defire : 
To my Arms, my Love, my Joy: 
Why ſo cold? and why ſo coy? 


E WOMAN. 7 
Tis Sympathy, perbaps, with you ß 

You are cold, 85 fires: 7 nad 

„ 6162 1512217 21 yarlT 


OLD- MAN, 
Wy Years alone have froze my Hood. 
Youthful Heat in Female Charms, 
Glowing in my aged Arms, Eon EE 
Wou'd melt it down once more into a Flood. 01 


WOMAN 
Women, alas! like Flints, ne'er burn alone; | 7 
To make 2 Virgin know mt 2-54 
There's Fire within che Stone, | 

me manly Steel muſt boldly ſtrike the Blow. 


OLD MAN. 5 53 
0 lait me only with your Charms, 
Tou'll find I'm Man, and ſtill am bold 
foul] find I ill can ſtrike, tho? old: Ib, 
lonly want your Aid to rgiſe my Arma 


= 
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YOUTA. 4 
Who talks of Charms? who talks oF an? 
I bring an Arm _ 7 A 
Thar wants no Charm, 
To rome the Fire that's in a aint Maid. 


| Retire, old Age, 
: inter, be gone 2 


Behold! the Youthful Spring comes gaily on. 
Here, here's a Torch to light n Virgiu's Fire: 
To my Arms, my Love, my Joys © 
When Women have what they deſi te, 
They're neither cold nor coy. 


SONG CLI. 
HIRSIS, a young and am'rous Swain, 
Saw two, the Beauties of the Plain, 
Who both his Heart ſubdue :- 
Gay Celia's Eyes were daz'ling fair, 
Sabina's eaſy Shape and Air | 
With ſofter Muſick drew, 


He haunts the Stream, he haunts rhe Grove, 
Lives in a fond Romance of Love, » 

And ſeems for each to die | 
Till each a little ſpirefulgrown, - 
Sabina Calia's Shape ran down, 

And ſheaSebine's Eye, 


: 


ef Enezrsu Sowes. 1 


Their En! made the Shepherd find 

Thoſe Eyes which Love could only bltnd ; 
$9 ſet the Lover free: 

No more he haunts the Grove or Need, 

or with a True-love Knot or Name 
Eograves a wounded Tree. 


ah Celia ! (ly Sabine cry'd) 
Tho' neither love, we're both deny'd 3 
Let either fix the Dart. | 
Poor Girl (ſays Calie) ſay no more Pays 
That Spite which broke his Chains before, 
Wou'd break the other's Heart. 


SONG CLI. 


HILLIS has each enchanting Art, 
That can the Soul eaſnare 
Firſt wins her Lover's eaſy Heart, 
Then racks him with Deſpair. . 


wich tempeiag Looks, and Racr'ring Smiles, 
Too ſoon à Conqueſt gain: 


Makes him a Slave to all her Wiles, 
Then leaves him ju his Chains. 


Imperious ſhe does mia, 
And wounds each harmleſi Swaja 5 


Q 2 


172 4 COELECTION:, 
Firſt ſoorhs his Hopes with match Jopr; © 
Then gives eternal Pain. 


Ye Youths, who han'r already known. 
The Magick of her Eyes, 
Be rul'd, and from th? Euchantreſs tun, 


Leſt you become her Prixe. 


The Hook does lie beneath the Bait, 
Wich ſmiles ſhe'll draw you on; 

But ſoon you'll find, when tis too late, 
You're by her Frowns undone. 


2 


* 


SONG CLI. 


He. HERE wad bonny Anne lie? 
| Alane nae mair ye maun lie: 
Wad ye « Goodman try, 
Is that the Thing ye're lacking? 


She, Can a Laſs. ſae young asT 

Venture on the Bridal Tie, 

Syne down with à Goodman lie ? 
Pm flee'd he keep me N 


He. Never judge until ye try, 

Mak me your Goodman, I 

Shanna hinder you to lie, 
And ſleep "till ye be weary. 


* * 
— 
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He. What if I ſhou'd wauking lie, 
When the Haucboys are gane by? 
will ye tent me when I cry, 
My Dear, I'm faiat and jry? 


fe. In my Boſom thou ſhall lie, 
When thou waukrife art, or dry, 
Healthy Cordial ſtanding by, 

$hall preſently revive chee. 


She, To your Will I chen comply, 
Join us Prieſt, and let as ty 
now I'll wi' a Goodman lie 

Wha can a Cordial give me. 


Mt. 1 1 4 


[ Smile at Love, and all iu Arta, 
The charming Cynthia cry'd, 
Take heed, for Love has piercing Darts, 
A woynded See in reply d. 
Once free and bleſt as you are now, 
I trif'd with his Charms, «© :- 
| pointed at his litele Bow, 
And ſported with his Arms; ; 
Till, urg'd too far, Revenge, mann pI: 
A fatal Shaft he drew, + 
k took its Paſſage thro! your Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew. 


* 


* 1 
* 
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174 4 CoLLecrtion.. 
To tear ir thence I try'd in vain, 
To ſtrive, I quickly found, M 
Was only to increaſe the Pain, 
And to enlarge the Wound. 2 
Ab! much too well, I fear, you know 
What Pain I'm to endure, h 
Since what your Eyes alone could do, 
Your Heart alone can cure. i 
And that (graut, Heav'n, I may miſtake) -- 
I doubt is doom'd to bear 
A Burthen for another's fake, 7 17 
Who ill rewards its Care. 12314-wp of; 


SONG CLV. 
OT an Angel dwells above 
Half ſo fair as her I love; 
Heaven knows how ſhe'll receive 'me: © 
It he ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 
If ſhe frowns, I'm quickly freed 3 
| Heaven knows ſhe ne- er can ru 
214 838 
None can lovs bor more than * 1 
Yet ſhe ne er ſhall make me dig.. 
If my Flame can never — Ty 
Laſting Beauty 1'l] adore, 
I ſhall never love her mote, 
Cruelty will ſo deform her. 


"i 


4 
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SONG CLvE, © 
$1. 2081 47 
Wir 4 Pocher of la 41 4 0 
Have they kept in the Stats 
bout ſetting our Conſciences free 2 le age W atr 
A Bottle has more 1 P 
diſpenſat ĩons in Rore "©; * 


han che King and the State can decree, * 


When my Head's full of Wine 


oer flow with Deſigu, 1 
1d know no Penal Laws chat can curb ine: 


Whate'er I deviſe 78 116 125 47 17 4 {Le ws 
Seems good in my Eyes, 4 24 K A. 
xd Religion ne'er dates to diſturb me. 


No ſaucy Remorſe 


or impertinent Notions of Byils; z 
do there's Clatet in'Rore; 231110 41 
In Peace I've my Whore, 1 (4 guecn 20A 
nin Peace I] 18 on to 8s Devil. 


2 28 1411 10% J 2.3 
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ELL me, Aurelia, tell me, 5 prey. 

How long muſt Damon ſue? o 
thx the Time, and 1'1] obey, wa A 
With Patience wait the happy d +; 4 43k 
That makes me ſure of you. ; 


TIS an 4 6x) 1920 A 144 W 


lutrudes in my Courſe n 


9 
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The Sails of Time my Sighs ſhall blow, 
And make the Minutes glide; 


My Tears [hall make the Current flow, 
And ſwell the haffing Tide. 

The Wings of Love ſhall fly fo fall, 
My Hopes mount ſo ſublime, _ 


| The Wings of Love ſhall make more haſte 
Than the ſwift Wings of Time. 


1 


* 
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SONG CLVIL 
HE Minute's paſt appointed by my Fair, 
The Minute's fled, | 
And leaves me dead | 
Vikb anguith and Deſpair. | 


Mg flacter'd Hopes their Flight did wks 
Wich the appointed Hour; 

None can the Minutes paſt o'ertake, 
And nought my . reſtore, 


Ceale your Plaints, and nets no Moan, | 
Thou fad repining Swain; 
| Altho? the fleeting Hour be gone, 
The Place does ſtill remain. 


The Place remains, and ſhe may make 
Amends for all your Pain 

Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ertake, 
Her Love your Hopes regain, | 


nee Tx 
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IN c E, calia, tis not in out -W ƷNr r 
To tell low long our Liver may laſt,” 1 al 0 


dein to love this very Hour, 
You've loſt too much in what is paſt. 


TE ¶ — 


or fince the Pow 'r we all obey 
Has in your Breaſt my Heart confia'd, 
let me my Body to it lay ; 


IJ lu vain you part what Nature join d. | : 5 CT 
„ : 
SON G cx. 
HE brighteſt Goddeſs of the Sky, 


How did ſhe panting, ſighiag He, 
id, languiſhing, deſire to die! 5 b 
For the triumphant God of War 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 

I charming rough as ſhe was fair. 


beit Loves were bleſt, they had a Sonn 

The little Cupzd, who has ſhewn 

ore Conquelty than bis Sire oer wong: ,- 11 
He grew the mightieſt God above, 

ly which we him a Rebel prove, + 
To Heav'n, that dares be ſo to Loe. 


low ſoft the Delights, and how charming the joy, 
Where Love and Enjoyment each other ſuppore! 


17 4 .CoLLECTLON. 
Let the Cynical Fool call Pleaſure a Toy, 
Who ne'er Fame ae hey 
the Court: * 
o ſo kindly ha Combars doch Phe) hee 
Where TRY to die, and 4 Pleaſure 
bleed 


— 


— — — 


SONG CLXt |, 
Rinces that rule, and Empire ſway, W 
How tranſitory is their State! 


Sorrows the Glories do allay, 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt Weight, 7 


The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, Tt 
; Ambicious Thoughts within him rave; 
His Life al] Diſcontent and Cares, 

And he at beſt 85 but a Slave. 


Vainly ue whh fend Delight 
To eaſe the Burden of our Carcyz 
Each Grief a ſecond does invite, 

And Sorrows are each others m— 


For me, wp theacer Fl Ane 
Be gallant, generous, and brave; ; 

And when I Quieryde would gain, Ct 
Ac leaſt, I fad it in the Grave, 


ws P W 
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SONG CLXII. 
Elcome Mortal to this Place, 

/ Where ſmiling Fare did ſend theez : 


watch the happy Minutes as they paſs; 
Who knows how few attend theo? 


floods of Joy abour thee roul, 
And flow in endleſs Meaſure : 

dip tby Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
With Draughts of ev ry Pleaſure. 


faſt thy Heart with Love's Deſire, 
Thy Eyes with Beaucy's Charms: 

Wich Imaginations'fdn the Fire, 
Then ſtifle ĩt in thy Arms. 


For, ſince Life's a Clippery Gueſt, 
Whoſe Flight cart be prevented, 

Treat ir, whilſt ir ſtays here, with the beſt, 
And then will go contented. 


Come you that attend on our Goddeſs's Will, 
And ſprinkle the Ground . 
With Perfumes around; 
ſtew him your Duty, and ſhew us your Skill. 


Circle him with Charms, 
And raiſe in his Heart 

Such Alarms n 
As Cupid ne'er wronght 
By the Fow'r of his Dart, ' 


28 , CotLetrton: 
Fill all his Veins with a tender Deſire, 
And then ſhew a Beauty to ſer em a-fire, 
Till kind pant ing Breaſts to hĩs Wound lhe apf 
Then on choſe white eee of Lore ler him gi 


* 8 
— —— 
” | 


'S 0 ) N G CLXW. 
z HOE BUS, now ſhorr'ning ev'ry Shade, 
Up to the Northern Tropick came, 
And thence beheld a lovely Maid 
Attending on a Royal Dame. 


mf 


<a 

The God laid town his feeble Rays; 
Then lighted from his glitt'ring Coach, 

But fenc'd bis Head with his own Bays 

f „ he could the Nymph qt 


4 

Vader choſe ſacred Leaves, ſecurs: A Sigh 7! 
From common Light' ning of the Skies, 

He fondly thought he might enduere 
The Flaſhes of e Eyes. 


The Nymph, who oft had read in Books 
Of that bright God whom Bards inyoke, 
| Soonknew Apollo by his-Looks, 11 
And gueſs d his Bus neſs ere he ſpoke, 


He, in the old celeſtial Cane, 
Confeſs'd his Flame, and ſworeby Syn 
W hate'er ſhe would defire, to grant; 
But wiſe zArdelia knew his Tricks, . 


of ENG@L1S Sons. . 
(vid had warn d her co beware . U 
of ſtroliag Gods, hoſe uſual Trade l, | 
Under Pretence of taking Air, bus cn 
To pick up Sublunary Ladies. 


Howe'er, ſhe gave no flat Denial, reer 
As having Malice in her Heart; NDAD. 2 
And was reſoly'd upon à Tryal 1 
To cheat the God in his own Art. 2 01 


Hear my Requeſt, the Virgin ſaid» / 
Le: which I pleaſe of all the Nine | 
Attend, whene'er I want their Aid. =_ 
Obey my Call, and only mine. 


By Vow oblig'd, by Paſſion led, 14 10 
The God could not refuſe her mn ' 
Re way'd his Wreath thrice o'er her -<* | 


Thrice mutter'd ſomething to the Air. 2 * 


and now he thought to ſeise his Dum 5:4 
But ſhe the Charm already tryd z 


\ 


alia heard the Call, and fle 
To wait at bright Ardelia's SIde. 


0 sight of this celeſtial Prude, "ED INN 
Apollo thought ĩt vaĩn to E | 
Nor in ber PR a at? G 


dae 1 52 7 
; | * 5 11 dr 


| 182 1 Cortrerron | 
He hop'd to find ſome lucky Hour, = IT 


When on their Queen the Muſes walt; 8 
But Pallas owns Ar delia Pow'r, I as 
For Vows divine are kept by Fate, 1 b 
Then full of Rage Apolto poke, It 
Deceirful Nymph, I ſee thy Arty” an. y 
And tho? I can't my Gift revoke, 80 
Pl! diſappoĩnt ics noble Part, | 
$a | * : Suc 
Let ſtubborn Pride poſſeſs thee long, I 
And be thou negligent of Fame; Di 
With ev'ry Mtiſe to grace thy Song. 
May'ſt thou deſpiſe a Poet's Name, 

4 Ws - Thi 
Of Modeſt Poets be thou firſt, - \ 
To ſilent Shades repeat thy Verſe, Th 
Till Fame and Eccho almoſt burſt, wack 

6— carmen. IP | Th 

| 

And laſt, — to eotipligt; © Th 

May you deſcend to rake Renm/ã)ꝗ]/n, 
Prevail'd on by the Thing you hatt, | 

A Whig, and ond that wears 4 Gdwi; o 01 

7 — ———FÜ— FT N 

os hath rey Sean. At 

8 O N G CLXIV. l 4 | 5 


A walk ing forth to view the Pais ß 
Upon a Morning early, 

While May's ſweer Scent did chear my Brain, 

From Flow'rs which grow ſo _—y 


— 4 * 
= 


of ENGLISH 8 „es. 
I chanc'd to mest a prcte Maid. 


She ſhin'd, tho' it was foggys 
lask'd her Name; Sweet Sir, ſhe ald. 


My Name is Kath riae ie. 


1 ſtood a-while, and dd 22 
To ſee a Nymph fo ately; _ 
$0 brisk an Air there did appear 


* 


In a Country Maid ſo neatly: to + wg, 427 


Such nat'ral Sweerneſs ſhe giſplay'd,. . 
Like a Lily in a Basie; 1 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array d 


Like this ſame Kath'rine ii. 


Thou Flow'r of n Beauty s Queen, 


K , a a 
6 * $ 
# # 


: 


Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize ther z 


Tho' thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee: 8 
Thy handſome Air, and grace ful Look, 


Far excells any clownilh'Roguie; p ; 
Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 


My bony Kath” rene gie. 


o were I but ſome Shepherd's Swain; - 
To feed my Flocks beſide thee; - 
At Boughting- time to leave the Plain, 
In milk ing to abide thee! - 
I'd think my ſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my _ OR 


184 4 Corte rion 
Than he that nn Vl 
| Had I but Kath'rine Ogie, - 1.0 


Then I'd deſpiſe th* Imperial s 
And Stateſmen's dangerous Stations: 
I'd be no King, I'd went no Crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring Nations; 
Might I careſs,” and ſtill poſſeſs 
The Laſs of whom I'm yogie, .- 
For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Kath'rine gie. 


But 1 fear the Gods bave not decreed 
For me ſo fine a Creature, 

W hoſe Beauties rare make her exceed 
All other Works of Nature. 

Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 

That are both dark and fogie: 

Pity my Caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 

Elſe I die for K4rb'rine Ogic. 


4 tt — on 


80 NG clLxv. 


WAY, away, 
We've .crown'd the Day; 
"The Hounds are waiting for their Prey: 
The Huncſman's Call 
lovites you all? 
Come in, Boys, while * may. 


71 


1 


of Taos 1 sovss be: 9 


The jolly Horn, 

The roſie Morn, 

ich Harmony of deep-mourh'd Bend 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, 
Ate heav*nly Joys, | 

A Sportſman's Pleaſure knows no ads. 


The Horn ſhall be 
The Husband's Fee, 
And let him take it not in Scorn; 
The brave, the Sage, 
la ev'ry Age, 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the Horn. 


HE Wheel of Life is 1 7 | 

And nouhing in this World of Cerrainty is 
found, 

The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels ys 


out; 


Good lack ! good lack} how inge are wheel d | | 


about. 


— RW 

GIN mount up bigh, the others tumble 
ow. 

ln this we all agree, that Fate ar firſt did will 

pou great Wheel Qhould r and | 


* Rag 


py | 7 " 
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2 Courtier turns to gain big privars Buds abr 
Till he's ſo giddy grown, he quite forgers n ner 
Friends : "6 Whi 
Proſperity oft-times deceives che proud and vaio, and 
And wheels ſo fall, ic turns them out agalo, ol 
Some turn to tals, to char, and ev'ry way, — 
And cheat and ſcrape for what can't purchaſe ont gab 
Poor Day: v 
But this is far below the nn Man, ne b 
Who lives, and makes the moſt of Life he can. 17 
And thus we're hof d aon in Life's 9 e 
Farce, — 
: Till we at lalt are de off i in — — 
i Hearſe : 4 
The Midwife 5 us in, and Death wheel us a 
outs 
Good lack Good lack ! how things are what iE 
abour, 
SONG CLXVI. 0 
Appy's the Love which meets return, Still 
H When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn; U 
But Words are wanting to diſcover 1 
The Tormeuts of 4 hopeleſs Lofer: 1 
Ye Regiſters of Heav'n, relate Lab 
(If looking 0'er, the Rolls of Fate) 


Did you there ſee me mark'd co marrow. 
Mary * the Flower of 7 arrow, 


— 


F Euerisn Sowes. 197 
4h no! her Form's tog heav'nly fair, wal 


Her Love the Gods, above muſt ſhare, | 

While Mortals with Deſpair: explore =Y 1 

And at Diſtance due adore herr | : 
0lovely Maid! my Doubts beguile, 2 3297 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile: 2 

Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 


Sighing Swain the Banks of Tarrow. ., 


de huſht, ye Fears, Are ;awaiy 
My Mary's tender 2s ſhe's fa; R 
nn gs ll or all mine gui i2d 22A 


She is too good to let me languiſu. 17 [ 
Wich Succeſs crown'd, I'll not ny, ; 5 
P ˙ es, 5 733 
ls v9 ——— 9 pH 1 1 
| We'll make a Paradiſe on Jarrow. . 30-6 
i | 
— — — 
— 80 N G CLAVIIL . 155 7 
A L1 A, hoard thy Charms no more, : A 
Beauty's like the Miſer's EN 8 
Still the vain Poſſeſſor's poor, hgh <4 
z What are Riches without Pleaſure? | "UT 
HY Endleſs Pains the Miſer takes de 
To encreaſe his Heaps of - hl | 
lab ring Bees his Pattern makes, | 


Yer he fears to taſte his Honey - 
| | n 


, . 
, ws 
* E N Y? 


{ 


q* 


1 Coftrcrion 
Views, with aching Eyes, his Store, 
Trembling, leaſt he — be; 
pining All for wont of were, 
Tho? the Wreteh wants Pow'r to 1. 
Calia thus, with endleſs Arts, 
Spends her Days, ber Charms improving, 
Lab'rivg ſtill to conquer Hearts, 
Yer ne'er — rhe Sweets of Loving: 


188 


* 


Views, with Pride, her Shape, her Face, #2 


Fancying ſtill ſhe's under Twenty ts 
Age brings Wrinkles on a- pace, 
While ſhe ſtat ves wich all her Plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find, 
Time their Idol from them ſever; 
He muſt leave his Gold behind. 
Lock'd within his Grave for ever. 


Eatie's Fate will Rift be worſe, 
When her fading Charms deceive her, 
Vain Defire will be her Curſe,” © 

When no Mortal will relieve, her, 


Calia, hoard thy Charms no more, i 2 


Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure: | 
Taſte a little of thy Store; 
What is Beauty without , 


* 


S0 NG CLXIX. 


OR many unſucceſsful Years 
F At Cynthia's Feet I lay, 
Bathing them oſten wich my Tears; | 
I igh'd, but durſt not pray, 


Xo proſtrate Wretch, before the Shrine Pies 


of ſome lov'd Saint above 
Fer thoug ht his Goddeſs. more divine, | 
Or paid more awful Love. 


kill the diſdainful Nymph look'd 3 


With coy ĩnſulting Pride, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion wich a Frown, , 
Or turn'd her Head afide. | 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Kar, 
Uſe more prevailing Charms, 
You modeſt whining Fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your Arms. | 


Vith eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia's Feer depart, 


ne Lips he briskly muſt invade, 


That wou'd poſſeſs the. Heart. Ut; 
With that, I ſhook off all the Slave, 
My better Fortunes try'd, 
When Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What ſhe for Years deny'd. 


PT N 


of ENGLISH. Sons. 
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SONG CLXX. 
Love, I dote, I rave with Pain, 
No Quiet's in my Mind, 
Tho” ne'er could be & happier Swaln, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind; 
For when (as long her Chains I've worn) 
{ I ask Relief from Smart, 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn; 
Alas, twill break my Heart ! 


My Rivals; rich in Worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold, 

But ſurely I a Heav'n adore, 

Too precious to be ſold; 
Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize, 

For Wealth and not Deſert, 

And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe? 
Alas, will break my Heart! | 


When like ſome panting, how ring Dore, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 


And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me Friend. 

Ab, Sylvia” thus in yain you ſtrive 
To act a Healer's Part; 
*Twill keep but ling' ring Pain alive, 
Alas ! and break my Heart. 


When on my lonely, penſive Bed 
Ll lay me down to reſt, 


Rl 


of ENGLISH: SON G8. 
Hope to calm my raging Head, I 
aud cool my burniug Breaſt, 

1 Ctuelty all Eaſe den los 8 > 
wich ſome ſad Dream 1 al} ci rant 
lrown'd in Tears 1 find my Eyes, 
eee. 


2 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, 

here co the ſenſeleſs Waves my Lore 

u mournful Story tells; f 
ith Sighs I dew and kiſs the Door,  / 
Till Morning bids depart 3. | 
n vent ten thouſand Sighs, add more, 
Alas! "wil break my Heart. 


* po — ? 


*, Hl via, whet this Conqueſt's wor, - 
and I am dead and cold, 42 
ounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when dis told 3 © 

ver ry lovely gen'rous Maid * © 

Will cake my injur'd Part, 8 
curſe thee, $ylvis, I'm afraid, 

for break ing my poor Heart. 


— 2 


0 N cLXxXI. 


IND Ariadne, drown'd in Team, ; 


Upbraids the faithleſs Greeian chief, 
| Bacchus, jolly God, appears, 


And heals her IN and lulls her Grief, 


of 
* 


A 1 v oy * * 
4 * 
n 


* 
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- = 


; 155 Moral of this Tale implies, 63 %4 

When Woman yields her Virgin Store, | 
Away the ſated Lover flies, E 
New Mines of Pleaſure-to m. 45 2 
. et eee ban q 
Awhile ſhe tries each Female 3 62 * Aue 
The loud Reproach, the ſullen Grief; To 
But tired at length with fruitleſs Care, The 
Flies to the Bottle n U hid ; Rac! 
— — * -n. 
S Oo N CLxxII. 18 
bd he 

HEN Aurelia firlt 1 courted, . . 


She had Yourh' and Beauty too 5 | | Win 


Killing Plea ſures when ſhe ſported, 


All her Charms were ever new : 

Subtle Time hath now deceiv'd ber, 111 "7 
Which her Glories did uphold ;... 

All her Arts can veer reprieve her, 


Poor Acrelic i growing old. | B 
Thoſe airy Spirics which WY, | [t 
Are retir'd, and move no more; | In 
And thoſe Eyes are now benighted,, W 

Which were Comets heretofore: - © 
Want of thoſe abate her Merit, Mak 

Yet I've Paſſion for her Names © Stock 
Only kind and amorous Spirit: Le 

Kindle and maintain a Flame. * 


, FENG e 193 ; 
SONG CUX xu, 


OW bleſ'd, be appea ts 
The woendchoon em: 


That fiercely ſpuis on till he finiſh bis Race, 
And, knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living a-pace! 


To Cares we wert born, twere x Folly to ddubt it 


Then love and rejoices np ag went, 

Bach Day we grow older, 

But as Fate approaches, the Brave Rill are bolder 

The Joys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 

But yet there axe Pleaſures that never dec: 

When Beatty grows dull, and our Paſſions grow 
cold, 

Wine fill Keeps its Chara, and we drink when 
we're old, 


Oo . , 3 8 * ; 

o + s % 6 * * r 
— — — —— 
* * OY * 


— wd 


SONG CLXXIV. 6 
ACCH US muſt now his Pow's reſign, ; - 
B I am the only God of Wine z 
It is not fit the Wretch ſhould be 
In Competition ſet with me, 6 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 7 


Make a new World, ye Pow'rs divine, 
Stock'd with nothing elſe but Wine z 
Let Wine the only Produ bez 
Let Wine be Earth, be Alt und Seay 
IX. 5 


Iu 
— 


194 A'CorvreDront 
Let wtetched Mortals yainly wear, 
A tedious Life in daxriout Cate. 
| Let the ambitious toll und thinks! 2 1 | | 


Let Statex and Empites fam ol inks?" 3 

My Souf's Ambition ts Wankey 1 9121 ä v2 5 
AER. — e — e 

b, 
s ONG CLxXxv.” | 
HO envious Old Age bee in par to in 

B) 

Pare me, - 

3x And makes we 8 of the mayton aul ga J 
Brisk Wine ſhall recruit, ele Wine ll we 


mez 
in a Hearr to de ober Ln. 


Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome Datel of bang, hy 
— Av Bzeches fair rend me 1 exerting Clin; 


Th fe) Beg” | 
wel firſt claſp the Bottle, at _— If 
_ 


The Laſs al the Bottle \ FI 927 
We'll firſt claſp the Bottle, and then dap we 


fEu8349u Bonns: os 
SONG )CEXAVI > 
U — RAR CESAR 


a1 71 12 F 4) 
rde Male os your Meck, 2 my Are would 
a delight, SIT LITE 
a” By whatever Mole elſe you haye — 6g, 


Dr dear Molly. | 
4 20. PF y 


in; 3y dekis jana fia Mag Hom of peda Lighs 
75 By the delicate up and down Jutt of youy Hips, 
„Ir the Tig of e Wang 


ve dut - ti ps, et ** 2 112 
| I pr'ythee, ta. | 2 nord 1 
By the Down on thy Boſom, es which-wy Saul 


dies, 1027 * £43 3s 28 


gegeben Things u you an 6 your 
Eyes, 
Iy the Thanghts. yau ie. dow a. « and thoſe 


when you riſe, 2 arch NA 
Hr Es, ; 1 
By all the fol = digs: cine 8 
By the critical Minute no Virgin cam haar, s 
By the Queſtion N 
pr ythes, Ge. 
3. ts 0, Uh r 3 "#4 | 4 : 


- 


LS Iv IHE * 0 


'; uni v ,,. 200 & 7 12 l 1s 214 
tlucv 82 s nd 0 £5500 61 
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S ON CLXXVA.? 
a Story that's te, 
A Story that's diba and cm e, 1 
It is of a Fryar, who, ſome People think, 
Tho! as ſweet as a Nut, might have dy Sofa Stink, 
Nun er wt 


The Fryar would — * out with bis Cn, 
MI . be chobghe bimſelf 


| e his tie ver war wales e. end > Ther 
Still ſomet hing, but never n 1 
. | | bey 
That 


It happen d, young Peter, — D 


; Win Lago arm'd with Lagehesy — . 


Briers, teig. L Wha 

Went out with him ances, tho'it ae pete 
Where be hir'd bis Gun, or who ticbfor the Shot. But 
Derry down, &c. He « 

D 


Away theſe two trudg d it o'er Hillsando'er Dale, 
They popp'd at the ung; _—_— Hi 


Quailsz z Why 
eee the Traib, no great Miſchief ma Til 
done, . 
Save ſpoiling the Proverb, 4 fre a 6 Gun, Ane 
Derry down, . 1 


"8 FORGED <-, eee the way, 
In open Defiance, 21 he would ſay, 


f Exetigu Sonds. 199: 
only the Fryer and Pever are chere, Nea 
ner where Tf, mn .. 02 
14 D ag _ ; 4/293 . 
4 ang 1 b +: th 
. eee 
tink, WY vet Peter, by chance, fetch'S him down from on 
bigh 3 
Shot was mm ü down with © Jourtal Lift; 
Ti tft e- debatte eie MEPs 


uſclf Derry dowd e. WLAN 22 | * 
HD 229 2554 


Mass both Sides the Speechas bega bonnie 
ue. BY 4-1 beg your Acceptance---O ! no, Sir, indeed--» 
| beg that you would, Sie for both witty knew 

That one Snipe could ne er be Oe] 
"BY Derry down, GM. 1% oh 


hat the Fryar declimd, N moſt civil Sans 4 7 
Peter lipt in his Pocket (the Debebtakt bim ert) 
ot. WY But were the Truth known, 'twould plainly _ 
— — 12K 
we; ar Face — . a , | 


ock 
Hid in his N the Snipe | ſafety ha, * 
While a Week — his Head, nd DN 
Till the Ropes for a Toaſt toy: offenſive. vere _ 


grown 
And were fmelt but „esd Noſe but bis view. i 
"I down, _ 4 


4 


d 1 - 27 4 
— 8 2 141 I 
A k 

4 


_ - ! . 
ow + Ty [Ty USES 


is: 4 COLLECTION, 
Toe Froar lopk'4 wholeſom, it malt be aged, 
nene 
| ceed ; nel, 

Wbere the Stink wight be laid, ho 80 ode could 
"Tis certain he broutzht it, and took it away. [ſay; 
Derry down, . &. * 


At Sight of the Fryar began the Perfume, -  Whep 

And ſcarce he appear d, but he ſcented the Room; Aud 

-Snuff-Boxes were held in the greateſt Efteem, WAI, 

And all the wry Faces were made where he came. D 
Derry domm, '_ BEFENTAED + = "54:44 


As the Place he wan, it was call'd this oe that; 
la the Room twas a Cloſe· ſtool, or elſe a dead Ru; 
In the Fields, * be walk'd, for ſome Cartion 
{ *rwas 
"Twas w Fart, a the ng, nod pat or Je. 
eee * 12. wy 


98 


At legt the Aiden fell thick. on 6 poor Tray, 
Till he took to his Heels, and with (pecd ran af Yor, 


Thought the Fryers ou Fro Tu remember the D 
ſoon, 


If Tlive to grow feet Inill give thee «Bout, The 
Derr) down, .&c. . K iet 1 4 But 


nne -. 95 His 
And, if any, himſclf thus deſerv'd to be ug He 
For 'twas certainly he (who elſe could he think) L 
*T was certainly he that maſt make all the Stink. 

Ty down, &c, 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 199 
$, when he came home, he ſat down on his Bed, 
His Elbow at diſtance ſnpported his Head; 
His Body long while like a Pendulum went, EIT 
nenne 7 
Derry down, &c. 


Thus hipp'd, he got up, a ad mite off his Clothes, 
Ine peep'd in his Breeches, and ſmelt to his Hoſe, | 

om; lud the very next Morning freſh Clothes he put on, 

5 ue | 

ne. Derry down, &c. 


But changing his Clothes did not alter the Caſe, 
And ſo he ſtunk on for three Weeks and three Days, 
Till to ſend for a Doctor he thought it moſt meet 3 
For, tho' he was not, his Life it was ſweets 

Derry down, &e. 1890060 my 


The Doctor he came, felt his Pulſe in a trice, 
Then crept at a Diſtance to give his Advice; 

45 hut ſweating, nor bleeding, nor purging would do 3 
way 5H For, inſtead of one Brink, this only made wwe. 

idee Derry down, &c. 


e. The Fryar oft · times to his Glaſs would repair, - 
pb to Death he was frighten'd whene'er he came 
there 3 


pus'd, BY His Eyes were ſo ſunk; and be look'd ſo e. 


lle verily thought he was ſlinking his laſt 
k) Derry down, &c. 


14409 «4% 1217 


- 
it 
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So; for Credit, he haftens to burn att ie Pre, : 

And into the Fire bis Verſes he thtows;, * 

When ſcurchtog bis Pockets, to — eres 

He found ont the Snipe that had vol WIRE While 
Derry down, &. r 2g (500 


\ 


* 


So he hopes vou iow think him wholetoud again, 
Since his Waiſtcoat diſcovers the Cauſe of his Pain: 
To conclude, the poor Fryar intreats you to note; 
That you might have been Wen linen ey it 
his Coat. * 


Derry down, & c. 


rn” 
— —_— — 


SON G LxxviN.. 


UROPA fair, aneh ( 

Love's chiefeſt Care, 

Gayly ſmiling hither turn your Eyes, grated 
To court your Love, 8 

See mighty Fove 

Thus deſcending from che ighet' Skies. 


Shew no Diſdain, i 
To give me Pain 5 oi o Med 
But yield to Joy Zen k { C265 {t 07 1 
That ne'er will cloy, z 22241 
And wiſely of my fond Paſſion ap | 
And cool the ſcorching Thunder: 1 f Love, 


Thus, earthly Fair, 
When Mortals dare 


EISA Sous. » 


"> proroke my * « 4 ' # * 

* e ; "2; "1 C z 2 

1. | den in your Arme I am cloſely curl'd,. on 
* ng, prefliog, you will ſlave the World. 


— 


Wl soON G cLXxIx. 
Lovely Laſs to a Fryar came, 
To confeſs in a Morning early. ef 
la what, my Dear, are you to blame ; 
Now tell to me fincerely. : 
bare done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Man that —_— me * 


— in wy elf 1 know | 2 384 44s 
ls what I now diſcover. © | : 
You for that Crime to Rome muſt go, 
Aud Diſcipline muſt ſuffer. '  ' 1 A 
lack-a-day, Sir ! if it muſt be ſo, cl] 
Pray ſend with me my Lover. "af L 


No, no, my dear, you do but dreamy 124d 
We'll have no double Dealing; 1 ll. 

but if with me you'll repeat the ſame, | 
I'll pardon your paſt Failing, | |, , - 

| nuſt own, Sir (but I bluſh for Shame) 
That your Penance is PA. 


| EE TH 


x 


ww 4 eiten 


He \teadar d Belle, Liff NE, 
Who roams o'er the watery Main f 
No. Treaſure he ever amailes,... - -— 

But chearfully ſpends all his Gain. 
We're Strangers to Party and FaBtiony 
To Honour and Honeſty true zz 

E And-weu'd yer cominis dale Riley 
. or Profit in viep. 


4 - aa 0 RUS. 
| 222 we quarrel. for Riches, - 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys ? 
A light Heart, and a thin pair of Breeokgs, 
Goes * the World, GT og | 


The Would i is a beautiful Gardens... 
Inrich'd wich the Bleffings of Lite; 
The Toiler with Plenty 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife. 
* When terrible Fempeſts aſfait us, © 
And mountainous Billows affright, 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us. 


But skilful np. we Reer, _ 
CHORUS A 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for! Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering. Tow 


A light Heart, and'a-thin Ff Breec bes, 
Goes thoro the World, brave Boys. 


X >. 


1 
* 


® 
4 o_ 


bes, 
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: Courtier's more ſubjed to Daigers, — -- 
ho rules at the Helm of thi State, 

ve that, — 2 a 14 "un C 
ape the Snares ald för che Wes 

rarious Bleffings of Nam dan a Kit * 
lu various Nations we 7 


v Mortal ane — 
Who merrily live till we, die. $37 
CHOR v 8. ö 
enwby ſhould we quarrel. for mung | bus 
br any ſuch glittering Toys? 
light Heart, and o rin + leg" 
oes thoro' the Wore, favs 10 ag 2 
7 5 — ̃ | | 
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AM a jolly — be ba 
My Voice rr ai gi 
ell known to drive the Sta g, ba 
And the drooping Dogs to "I Qt ande 
lad hunting we will go, will 80, wil 8% 

and a beating Orange” n 


— 


[leave my Bed EY us e „rns 
before the Morning grey, 

L looſe my Dogs, and mount a Hue, 

And hollow, come away. i 

14 „ 5 = W CE . 
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The Gott cel Baby, 2 7 


6 Ce. 


And a bunt ing, &. 


Tantivy, high and low, 


204 AJ, COLLECTIUN 


t The Game's ao ſooner rod d.. 3 fra 


But in ruſh the chearful Cry, Te 
Thro? Buſh and Brake, o!cx Hedge and Stake, And 
The frighted Beaſt does fly. 
And « bunting, &c. ratur a 
In vain he flies to Covert, A 
A num'rous Pack purſue, | 
That never ceaſe to trace his Steps; | 
Een tho' they've loft the View. 
And « boating, & · (6 


N. ” % " 


Dogs never known to fail, 
To hit off with humble Noſe, 


. Bat with a lofty Tail. 


To Scentwell Hark! — Dt 


And faithful Finder joins s mj 


Whip in the Dogs, wy merry Rogues, 
And give your Horſe the Reins. 4 


Hark! forward s go ie, | 
The View they'd loſt they gain 5 


Their Legs and The cham ales: 
And 4 bunting, &c. 


There's Ruler and Counteſs, 
That moſt times lead the Field; 


* — 


ere is 


Traveller and Bowwwylaſs * n 
To none of 'em will yield. - 
And a hunting, Ke. 


Now Ducheſs bits it foremoſt, ,, 
Next Lightfoot lendd/he wor | 6 2 
Fach Dog will have his Day. | 1 
ad 4 hunting, ze. Dr. 


There's Mu ſick and Chanter 
Their nimble Treebles tryz 

whilſt Swe ee rlips and Tenewell  ' (7 
With Counters clear reply. | -þ 

d 4 hunting, Ce. » NKL" » bad. 


There's Rockwood and Thunder, 

That tongue the heavy Baſs ; | 
Whilſt Trowley and Ringwood - | » 2T 
With Tenors crown-the Chaſe. l: To 


Jad a bunting, Ce, 5 2 mad a he 


Now freetly in fall y 905 aue eee 
Their various Notes chey join 3 | | 

ds, what a Confort's here, my Lads! fg 
'Tis more than half divine. 287, | 
Ind 4 bunting, &c. _ 92647 + bay 


Woods, Rocks, and e 43-00 
delighted with the Sound, .. 


— — 


T nr 
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A nd yet he runs it ſtoutly, 


And a bunting, &c. 


2 


"> 


To neighb'ring Dales and Fountains 
Repeating, deal it ound. 0 
And a bunting, &c. „ ite 
. * 
A glorious Chaſe it is 6 Arina 2.) 


We drove him many a Mile, 
O'er Hedge and Ditch, — . 
And hit off many a FO Il. " 
ede &c. Ne 


How wide, how ſwift he ſtrains! we 
With what a Skip he took that hap g 2: 
And ſcow'rs it o'er the Plains! 4 


And « hunting, &e. tn 1 * 


bee how our Horſes 0 | £6975 | f 
The Dogs begin to droop z At 
The winding Horn, on Shoulder rt 


- 


"Tis time to chear \ em up. ; 1 
And a a &c. 2 nd Texting 
Hark! Leader, Counteſs, eee EE, 

_  Chear up, my merry Dogs allz 
To Tatler bark, he holds it farts; 3 

And anſwers ev'ry Call. y 

And hunting, & c. a+ at 


Co, Co, there, Drunkard, Snowball.” - 
Gadzooks ! whip Bomer ings, z: 

We'll die i'th' Place, ere quit the Chaſe, 
"Till we've made the Game our own. 


— 


* 9 


c 4248 he 207 , 
Up, yonder Steep I'll follow, rn 
Beſet with craggy Stones; (3 
My Lord cries, Fack, 1 af 
Or elſe you'll breakiyour Bones. . 
And a hunting, &c, I. * ein bea i 


Huzzah ! he's almoſt down, - - - 11 
He begins to ſlack his Courſe, 2 
He pants for Breath ; Ill in at's Deathy's = 
Tho' I ſhould kill y Horſe. TEK q b. 
ind « bunting, Ke. rer. 


See, now he takes the Moors, - 
And ſtrains to reach the Stream; ? 
He leaps the Flood, to cool his Blood. 


And quench his thirſty Flame 
And a bunting, &c, 
He ſcarce has touch'd the Bank, x4 
The Cry bounce finely i ing 14 1281 
And ſwiftly ſwim a-croſs the Stream, 2 


> 
And raiſe a glorious Dia. * Sul 111 4 
und 4 bunting, ce. 


His Legs begin to faili. 3 411 


His Wind and Speed are gone, ” + +. 
He ſtande at Bay, and gives acorn 4 
He can no longer tun. 6 24 
And a hunting, &c. « 2 usa. 


7 1 , . # —— 
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A CorLteECcTION. 
Old Hector long behind. 
By Uſe and Nature bold, n 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's Hold, © 


- 


And 4 bunting, &c. | ut : — 

He traverſes his Ground, J 
Advances and retreats, F 7 
Gives me oct Weak, L A 
— ' And long their Force defeats- 201 $4 , Nym 
And 4 hunting, &c. | IIA x ha) EL; 
he 
He bounds and ſprings, and ſaorts, | — 
He ſhakes his branched Head; : Nyo 
Tis ſafeſt fartheſt off, I ſee, a u 

Poor Talboy is lain dead. 

And a hunting, &c.. . tus, A. 
2-3 N 
Vain are Heels and Antlers, | New 
With ſuch a Pack ſet round, * E 
Spight of his Heart, ſeiae ev ry Part, Wh 
And pull him fearleſs dowa. t 621 You 
And « hunting, &c, © | . Nev 
\ Ne“ 

Ha! dead, ware dead, whip off, nod ill 
And take a ſperial Care; | All 
Diſmount with Speed, and cut his Theoat, d 
Leſt they bis Haunchestear, 5 Nir 
And a bunting, &c. den bak A 
1 
The Sport js ended now, Yo 


We're laden with the Spoil ; 


of EnGLiSn Son&@s. 209 
u home we pals, e, eh 


Oer paid for all our Toil. 1943 wort 
ed 4 Rn 


rer 
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e E 
Now Spring with flow ry POR ne 

Nymphs with Swains to dancing went, 
Each hop'd to bring the Garland home 3 

When Winng came, they all gave way, „ 

Youths with Joy their Homage pay, 

Nymphs confeſs her Queen of May; 


No one was ever yet ſo 827 


As ber Skin, the Lily fair; * 
New. budding Roſe her Mouth ane TR 

N:w-ſtrung Cupid's Bow her Hair; 
Eyes, bis lan en. "yu ann 

When you do ber Temper view, 4 

Young, but wiſe z adamir'd, yet true; 

Never charm'd with empty Shewg -{, » 

Ne'er inaiſcreet, yet * too. 


HAD H.9 | 
Allowed your Skye advance 
Now foot it in a Faity Rings, 


Nimbly rip, and as you e, pte 
Ever live, bright Minna, ig. 


With Boughs their Hearts of Oak beſet, 


Your brave Sites their Conqu hi 
30 G4 


_ 


Auend my Vow, ye Gods, while 


: - N * * 1 * ”» 
» 


270 A /GCounrrevan, 
No Crown, but her Lacks of Jet, 
Now does yourfree Allegiance wats. 1 590. 


* 3 * e, 


SONG CLXXXII. 


WWII. ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 
Twist Lais and the Bagnid, « T h 
I've my felf, and = pan 1 woMi t | 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny--r O. wens. 
She bids mare fair t engage a Job. 
Than Leda did, or Denae---0,, . 
Were I to paint the Queen of Books 
None elſe ſhould fit but me. 


How joyfully my Spirits riſe, 

{ When dancing ſhe movesfigely---Q: 

I gueſs what Henv'n u is by her Eyes, 
They ſparkle ſo d ioinely M m“? 


Breathe, in the bleſt Ai, 10 
No human Bliſs 1 ſhall envy, 
while tha ye gran ms Kenny." 


CHORUS. © 
My bonny, bonny Narmy- O0, * 
My lovely, charming Nanny O, 
I care not tho the World ſhou d * 
How oy J love —— | 


YA 


Meta 1. 
g. CLXXXIV. 


ON. 
1 buroey d child, Chiems, 
— — — F 


What endleſs Pleaſures move _— 

Serenely ſobe; and ſvicerly frnongy 
alth, E Smile invites to Love; 11.3 my AT 
h 1 — Kiſleg, ; | 1 % 23 hav M 
t \ Am true ö, n e 121 
. hun riing a eee *H 126 ©: o7%1q baA 
K tes hot WH 
MU famertal BliG,: that neter will lay, F 3of] 1064 

Always attends her Angel Form 3 Wt 


Sofreſt Repoſe, and bloowing Joy, / "| 7 
la ber conſpire the Soul to charnys, [+ 1 
All can Joy ORR Tie noi e94 
Ti Beauteaus Blefling, | ab nit OA 
Paſt expreſſing, 1 A K 
1 wude radar dir ave mas AT 
11 
4 Lore 0n her kesb be, As Bla Thee 2 
And Cupid revels in her Byes; 

Who can dhe Chaymee's Bow'y difowp, /.. 7 1 "4 
When in each Glance an Arrow flics? -/ | 
TOONS 12 +43 o] 
No, tis Pleaſure, t 4. iQ vil 
Above Meaſure, er Li Lan 

Res ow in rey Ve oh 


ruth - 
9 
$03 al . 


1 core kerion 


8 N'E CLxXXxv XV. 
Hove th Min, dvd ud | 


When calm and ſerene no Paſſion we know! -* ly 
The Morning, the Ey'ning its Pleaſure does bring, 
If we read, or we talk, if we pipe, or we fing: 
Bat when the Boy Cupid once twangeth'bis Boy, WF 
And pierceth our H: arte with his Arrows of Woe 
We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 

Nor Reading, nor Talking; nor Maßen * 


My L:ifure in fanciful MaſingsI "ogg 
And look'd without Pain on the Laſſes of Kent: 
> Virgin, with Feature, with Voiee,urwith Air, hee 
o Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare. 

Ah, why did I, fooliſh, abandon thoſe Platts — 
To join in the Revels of Lemiagron Swain! 
Where heedleſs young Chloe, unpratis'd i in Arty, 
Eatices to Love the moſt indolenr Hearts. * 


My Books were e, my Thoughts 
| Delight, Nn ts 2515442 41285 ai d | 
In the Cool of che Mord, an the Stilinefs of Night WM" f 
My Books and my Thoughts each other reliev d; 
And the Minutes, ſoft gliding, were ſweetly de | 
ceiv'd. 61 i v nr 38 
No Paſſion difturb'd u me z my eye w were my own: 
But now I'm ſo alter'd, as never was ' 
My Heart from its Owner is quiee gone aſtray z 
And Chloe tormeats it by Night and by Day. 


% 


sf ENVOTLIS u Sd 
My Friend ſtill was welcome, whenever be came 
j Friend ſaw my Coontenance always the ſame 3 
er a Pot of Bohea we grew merry aud wiſe, 
aud Laugh'd at the Torments fond Lovers deviſe, - 
ut, wounded by Moe, I live in the Spleen :  ' 
Friend, with Surprize, ſees a Change in 
bid him be gone ; for his Wit and his Jeſt 

ut make him the more inſupportable Gueſt. - 2 


7 


W, 


. once ev'ry ObjeR a Pleaſare did yield ! Fas 
" I walk'd in the Garden, or travers'd the Field: 
beautiful Landskips I feaſted my Sight ; 


Men the Nightingale ſung, I con d liſten all ni gh. 
kt now, as I reve thro? the Valley or Glade, : - / 
be beautiful Landskips before my Kye fade: 
the Nightingale's Note no Muſick I Gind, 
—_— — —— 
my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 

ith my Flute, by a Brook, I cou'dolace my Grief, 
rſleep to the lullaby Noiſe of the S ticam, 

id awake to new Life, fromazapturous Dream. 

it now all Endeayours in vain Lapplys ' / 
nce for Chloe I languiſh, far chler I'dics.. | 

ono Purpoſe I try on my Vime ev'ty Strain 4 

id the Brook o'er the Pebbles now mur in 


— 


are, ſilly Shepherds, how Lons you defy's 
Face of the deſperate Glance of her Eye. 


Ns. path 4 2 


i COLLECTION: 
13 Freedom I triumpb'd, and flouted the S weint, 
Wbo ſold themſelves Nn and  forg'd their on 
Chains: 
But finee I beheld her, alas! I'm den, 
Since firſt I ſaw Chloe, my Freedom is gone. 
T have forg'd my own Chains z and I conſtantly 
Was oxen goon — ſo waerches as wal. 


How, Celadon, hall 1 my Paiſien west 
Or muſt I for ever my Torment conceal? 
The Woe ſhe creates has ſhe Pity to hear? 
Ah ! no, ſhe is cruel as charming, I feat. 
Aſſiſt me, by Reaſon to ranſom my Heart, 

Or teach me to gain her 3 oh} teach me the Art 
Ye merciful Powers, to you I complain, 90 
Cie Love to the went or . Kaſe to 

/ 11 L:M © 


"T iet 


1 0 N G CLAXXV! | 
LOCKS . 


Doves are counting, Ib! v 

| Warbling Linnets ſweetly ing - Thy 
Joy aud Pleaſure, A 22 

Without Meaſure, Ub! C 

« Kindly bil che glorious Springs · .Wha 

* Ne 

Flocks g re bleating, 9 Bene 

Rocks tepentingg (15? T ia 


Vallies eecho deck u. ,, : My 


2 


Reste sones. E >” 


Dancing, Siptzi ug, Arnet! 7 © 
Piping) Sprin ging, _ Ei hall 
bt but Mirth N! 80 r 


(115434 T4274 AS, 
N | Ia: J Ar : 3-30 vet LP 
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\ S. Sparabelle' penfive ly, 


In dreary Shade along. 214 34D 2 
jth woful Mood, the Love-lom Mae 
Thus wail'd in plaining Song. - 04 


e Tears forth ſtreamingfrom her R 
nova her Cletks faſt How 2 Is. * i 


Ir Eyes, which now n longer mise, a ＋ 
Her Cheeks no longer glow, Pa f | 


| well-a-Jay | Does Collin then 3 
Make Mock of all my Smart?  * 
[is he ſo ſoon forgot his Vows, 8 
Which won my Maiden Heart? 
* witleſs Daiſel! wby did ! T4 E 

! why did'ſt chou, falſe Shepheels 4, 
Thy Heart ſhou'd ſtill be mine ? 


N Callis, collin, call to mind 1 
Wbat you to me did ſay, Pen 
ve in yonder Field were lad 
Beneath the cocking Hay 5 

Mülg tenderly L iyoak'd thy Checks, 
My Apron o'er thee ſpread,  - 


— 


wy 


216 
-  Snatch'd haſty Kiſſes from 2 8 


Oh ! then let wide Confuſion reign, 
The Fox with Geeſe 3 with | Lambs, the Daz; 


| Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, For ſc 


441Co ruucnmron 


And Iul'd thy leaning Head. 


Did you not ſwear, that Hounds thou' firſt 
With tim ron Hares unte: 

The Fox with Geeſe ; with TH the 
And with the Hen the Kite: 9 

The Moon (that roves like thee) ford fl 

The Stars benighted prove; 

The Sun (that þurns like me) ſhou'd ceaſe 
To ſhine, ere thou to love? | AT, 


Mai 


The Hound with Hares unites 


And with the Hen, the Kite: 
Thou Sun, no more with Glory ſhine; 
Ye Stars, extinguiſh'd be KS 


For Collin's falſe to me! 5 May 
The Damſel thus, with Eyes brimfl, or th 

Rehears'd her piteousWoesz © Tha 
When ſhe perceiv'd her fading Life 


Draw near, alas! its Cloſe. 
Bur firſt, forewarn'd by me, poor Maid! 
Ah! Maid no more, the cry'd, n 
Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt'ring Swains; Mic 0 


e | a aj And | 


TP. 
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HLORIS farewel! I now-muſt go: 
For if wich thee I longer tay, 
iy eyes prevail upon me fo, | 
| ſhall prove blind, and loſe my way. 
Fame of thy beauty, and thy youth, - 
Among the reſt, me hicher brought: 
Finding this fame fall ſhort of truth, 
Made me ſtay longer than I thought, 
For I'm engag'd by Word, and Oath, 
A ſervant to another's will? 
Yes, for thy love, I'd forfeit both 
Could I be ſure to keep it ſtill. 
ut what aſſurance can I take? a 
When thou, foreknowing this abuſe, 
For ſome more worthy lover's ſake, _ 
May'ſt leave me with ſo juſt excuſe, , 


1 
» $4 


For thou may'Rt ſay, *rwas not thy fault 


That thou didR thus inconſtanc prove; 
ſing by my example taught 

To break thy oath, to mend thy love. 
„ CHLORIS, no: I will return, 

and raiſe thy ſtory to that height, 


ſtar ſtrangers ſhall at diſtance burn; 
And ſhe diſtruſt me . 


U 


Then ſhall my love this doubt diſplace, 


To read the paſſion which they write: 


Torn all in pieces if he cries, 


And gain ſuch truſt, that I may come In 
And banquet ſometimes on thy Face, 7 
But make my conſtant meals at home. 35 

+ * | 7 * 'TY-Y MC [ | 
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PE ACE, babling Muſe ! 
I dare pot ſing what you iadice, 3 
Her eyes refuſe 


She ſtrikes my luce, but if it ſound, 
Threatens to hurl it on the ground: 

And I no leſs her anger dread, 

Than the poor wretch that feigns him dead, 
While ſome. fierce lion does embrace 

His breathleſs-corps, and lick his face; 
Wrapp'd up in filent fear he lies, 


- 


_ ” th. I "I CY — 


„ * —— 


$ONG cxc. 


A Y, lovely Dream! where could'lt "a find 
Shades to counterfeit that face? 
Colours of this glorious king 
Come not from any mortal place, 


of ENCL18n SoxGs. 

In heav'n it ſelf thou ſure wer't dreſt- 
Wich that avgel-like diſguiſe: vs 'T 

Thus deluded am 1 bleſt, 5 5 
And ſee m joy wich cloſed eyes. 


"4 


But 2h! this image is too kind 
To be other than a Dream: » 

Cruel Sachariſſe' s mind | 

Never put on that ſweet extreme! f 


Fair Dream! if thou intend'ſt me grace, 
Change that heav'nly face of thine 3 | 

Paint deſpis'd love in thy face, 

And make it to appear like mine. 


Pale, wan, and meagre let it look, 
With a pity-moving hape; 
Such as wander by the brook 
Of Lethe, or from graves eſcape. 


Then to that matchleſs Nymph appear, 
la whoſe hape thou ſhipeſt ſo; 
dottly in her ſleeping ear, 
Wich humble words expreſs my woe. 


kerhaps from greatneſs, ſtate, and pride, 
Thus ſurpriſed ſhe may fall: 

deep does diſproportion hide, 
Aad, death reſembling, equals all, 


Us -\ 12 \ hes 
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SONG Cx. 
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S TAY, Pbœbas, ſtay! 
The world to which you fly ſo faſt, 
Conveying day 
From us to them, can pay your haſte, 
With no ſuch object, nor ſalute your rife 
With no ſuch wonder, as de Mornay s eyes. 


Well do's this prove 
The error of thoſe antique books, 
Which made you move 
About the world: her charming looks 
Would fix your beams, and make it ever day 
Did not the rowling earth ſnatch her away. 


: 
: 
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SONG, CXCII. 


Grant, a thouſand Oaths I ſwore | 
I none would love but you: 
But not to change would wrong me * 
Than breaking them can do. 
Yer you thereby a Truch will learn, 
Of much more worth chan I; 
Which is, That Lovers which do ſwear, 
Do allo uſe co lye. 


* 
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chloris does now poſſeſs that Heart 2244 $4. 
Which to you did belong: | 

But, though thereof ſhe brags a while, 
She ſhall net do ſo long. 

She thinks, by being fair and kind, 
To hinder my Remove, 

And ne're ſo much as dreams that Change, 

Above both thoſe, I love. 


194 


Then grieve'not any more, nor think 
My Change is a Diſgrace: 

For though it robs you of one Slave, 
It leaves Another Place: 

Which your bright Eyes will ſoon ſubdue 
With him does them firſt ſee : 

For if they could not conquer more, 
They ne'er had conquer'd me. 


" * 911 ” 
#3 VI 3 $a # 
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SONG cxem. 


HLO RIS, "twill be for either* 0 Reſt, 


Truly to know each other's Brealt:, , + 

ll make th* obſeureſt Part of mine 
Tranſparent as 1 would have thin. 23 
If you will deal but ſo with Ws, th 


# f #® * 4. 


We ſoou [ball part, or ſoon agree 


y * . 
g — * P 
= = 7 
. 
* . * 


232 4 CLorrrerion 
Know then, though you were twice as fair, 
If it could be, as now you are; | 
And though the Graces of your Mind | 
With reſembling Luſtre ſhip's : 

Yer if you love me not, you'll ſee 
Ill value thoſe as you do me. 


Though I a thouſand times had ſworn 

My Paſhon ſhould tranſcend your Scorn, 
Aud that your bright triumphant Eyes 
- Create a Flame that never dies; 

Yet if to me you prove uncrue, 

Thoſe Oaths ſhould turn as falſe to you, 


If 1 vow'd to pay Love for Hate, 
Twas, I confeſs, a meer Deceit; 
Of that my Flame ſhould deatb}eſs prove, 
"Twas but to render ſo your Love: 
I F bragg'd as Cowards uſe to do 
Of Dangers they'll ne'er run inco, 


And now my Tenets I have ſhow'd, 
If you think them too great a Load; 
attempt your Change, were but in vain, 
The Conqueſt nor being worth the Pain. 
With them T'll other Nymphs ſubdue; 
"Tis too much to loſe time, and you, 


P 3 
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SONG CXCIV. 


Mpatient with Deſire, at laſt 
L yencur'd to lay Forms aſide, 
was I was Modeſt, not ſhe Chaſt, 
The Nymph as ſoon as ask'd comply'd: 
Vich 2morous Awe, 2 ſilent Fool, 
I gaz'd upon her Eyes with Fear: 
break Love, how came your Slave fo NG 
To read no better there? 
bus, to our ſelves the greateſt Foes, 
Alcho'the Fair be well inclin'd; 
For want of Courage to propoſe, 


By our own Folly, ſhe's unkind. 


229 
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SONG CXCV. 


HO' I'm a Man in ev'ry Part, 
And much inclin'd to Change; 
Te: I muſt op my wand'ring Heart, 
When it deſires to Range. 
I muſt indeed my calia love; 
Altbo' I have enjoy'd; 
nd make that Bliſs ſtill pleaſant prove, 
With which I have been cloy'd, - 
| muſt that Fair one Juſtice do, 
I muſt Rill conſtant be: 
For 'tewere unk ind to be untrue, 
While ſhe is true to me, | 
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Then, Cupid, I muſt teach you how 
To make me ſtill her Slave: 

That Food to make me reliſh now, 
Which once @ Surfeit gave. 

You muſt, to play this Game at firſt, 
Some Jealouſy conttive ; 

That ſhe may vow 1 am the worſt, 
And falſeſt Man alive. | 

Let her in Anger perſevere, 
Be Jealous as before; 

»Till I begin to huff, and ſwear 
I'll never ſee ber more. 

Then let her uſe a little Art, 

And lay aſide ber. Frowns; 

Let her ſome am'rous Glances dart, 

i To bring my Paſſion down, 


Thus whilſt 1 am again on Fire, 
Make me renew my Pain: 
Make her conſent to my Deſi re, 

And me ſtill hug my Chain. 


; 
* 


wn 
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HEN firſt my free Heart was are by 

> Defire, . Shep! 
So ſoft was the Wound, and ſo FR” the Fire; WM ve: 

My Sighs were ſo ſweet, * ſo — che | 

Smart, 1 lu 2 


1 piry'd the Slave chat had.n ne er loſt dit, Ben 
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He thinks bimſelf happy, and free; bur alas ! 
He's far from that Heaven which Ley 


poſſeſs. 
y Nature was nothing that I could compare 
Vith the Beauty of Chlorss, I thought her ſo Fair; 
wit ſo Divine all her Sayings did fill, 
Goddeſs [he ſeem'd ; and I thought of her ſtill 
With a Zeal more inflam d, and a Paſſion more 
true, 
Than a Martyr in flames for Religion can . 
ſbew. 


ore Virtues and Graces I found in her Mind, 
Than the Schools cau invent, or the Gods e'er 
delign'd, ; 
he ſeem'd to be mine by each Glance of her Pry 
Hortals might aim at a Hleſſing ſo high. 
Exch Day, wich new Favours, new Hopes 
did give; 6 
But alas! what is wiſh'd we too ſoon do 
believe. 


th awful Re ſpect while I lov'd and admir'd, 

ut fear'd to attempt what ſo much I deſir d, 

2 Moment my Joys and my ores were, 
deſtroy'd, 

Shepherd more daring, fell on and enjoy'd : 

Yer in ſpight of my Fate, and the Pains I 
endure, 

a 2 ſecond Amour I will ſeek for my Cure, 


Bs 
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Hl the time that is paſt, 
A When ſhe held me ſo faſt, 
And declar'd that her Honour no longer con'd li 
No Light, but her languithing Eyes did appes 
To prevent all Exeuſes of Bluſhing, and Fear, 


Hao ſhe figh'd, and unlac'd, jou ht 
With ſuch trembling, and haſte, 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd! 
My Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy'd, 
While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Tieaſu 
employ'd. 
Wich my Heart all on Fire 
In the Flames of Deſire, 
When I boldly purſu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to re 


quire, | * 
She cry*d, Oh! for Pity's ſake change your (ny F 
Mind, Y 


| Pray, Amyntas be civil, or I'll be unkind. 


Ti 

All your Blifs you deſtroy, My 
Like a naked young Boy), Crouc 

Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy: 90 
Let's in, my dear Cbloris, Pl ſave thee (ro! Wii 


harm; 
And make the cold Element pleaſant and wal 


Dear cAmyntas / ſhe cries, 
Then ſhe caſt down her Eyes, 


7 


FEA 
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1d with Kiſſes confeſt what ſhe faintly denies, 
o ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay 
ill her freer Conſent did more ſweeten the 
Prey. "8 þ 


© 
1 


But too late I begun; 2 
For her Paſſion was done; 


Tears and thy Couriſhip no Pity can move, 


— 


” : „ 9 
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1 Sigh'd 1 LE 
And employ'd all my Wit, 

pd ill pretty Sylvie deny'd ? 

'Twas Virtue I thought, : 
And became ſuch a Sor, 

lor'd her the more for her Pride. 


) It 


© 


I il 


Till mask'd in the Pit, 
My coy Lucrece I mer, 

Croud of gay Fops held her Play, 
$0 brask and ſo free, ; 
Wich her ſmart Repartee, | 

u cur'd, and went bluſhing aways 


@ 


* 
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ow Amyntas, ſhe cty*d, I will never be won; 


# 


ou haſt lighted the Critical Minute of Love. 


. 
e — Hit. 


. \ 
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| Poor Lovers miſtaks -. 


The Addreſſes they make 

With Vows to be Conſtant and True, Thi: 
Though all the Nymphs hold 
For the Sport that is old, T. 


Yer their Play-mates muſt ever be new. 
Each pretty new Toy 
They would die to enjoy, 
And then for a Newer they pine; 
But when they perceive 


Others like what they leave, 
They will oy for their Bauble again, 


71 
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þ >. 


T 
Maiden of ah... . T 

Whaſe Name was ſweet Kate, Vich 
ghe heel: in London near cAlderſgate; 
Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, Witl 

She wou'd have a child, without help of 
Man. = And 
| | | 
To a Door ſhe came, 

Man of great Fame, | Ni 
Whoſe deep Skill in Phyfick Report did procluing Bro 
Quoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor, ſhew me, if you can, With th 


How I may conceive without help of a 


Then liſten, quoth He 

Since ſo it mult be. 5 

This wondrous ſtrange Med'cine Il fhew pte- 
ſently, 

Take nine Pound of * er Legs of 4 
Swan, 


The Wood of a Frog, 

The Juice of a Logs. 

ell parboil'd together in the Skin of a Hog, 

With the Egg 10 2 — if get ĩt you 
can, 


aua you ſhall 'Conteive 2 * of * 


The Love of fate Harlots; 
The Faith of falſe Varlers, 
ſich che Truch of Decoys: that walk i in their 
Scarlets, 
Wich Feathers of a Lobſter well fry'd . 
pot Pan, | 
And you ſhalt Conceive without help of & 
Man, | 
Nine Drops of Rain 
Brought hither from Spain, | | 
ith the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over | che Main, 


* 


x 
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And you ſhall- Conceive eee 


* "A" CoLLECTION. 
With eight Quarts of Brimſtone brew'd i in 1 
Beer Can, 
And you mae, help of 4 
br equa 
Six Pottles of Lard | 
$queez'd from a Rock hard, D 
With nine Turkey Eggs, each as long-as a Yard, | 
With a Pudding ot Hail-ſtones well bak d ia xi 
a Pan, 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of 2 
. Bu 


Theſe Med'cines are Fr 
And approved have ſtood, 
1 temper d together with a Pottle of Blood 
Sgqucez'd from a Graſhopper and the welt | 
a Swan, 


To oe Maids Conceive without help 4 
Man. | c 


ren 
. 
SONG CC. 
| 2 
N Lancaſhire, where I was born, 
And many a Cuckold bred; © My 
I had not been marry'd a Quarter of 2 Year, Sc 


but the Horns grew on my Head, 
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in i With bei the Tae enn 
ö bent, : Cot 
of 4 Sr Piercy & nnderindei dime 3: 0 
Sud ſave the good Bari of Shrewabury, 
For be's 4 good Friend of mane. 


Doncaſter Mayor, he ſits in a Chair, 
His Mills they merrily go, 
is Noſe ir doth ſhine, with arioking of wine, 
The Gout is in his great Toe. 


But he that will fiſh for a Lancaſhere Laſs, 
At any time or tide, 


Muſt bait his Hook with à good Egg Pie, 
And an Apple with a red lide. 


He that Gallops his Horſe on Blachfone-rdge, 


By chance may catch a Fall 
My Lord Mounteagle's Bears be dead, 
His Jack-an-A pes and all, 


all e 


—_- 4: Sh;pton in Craven there's never 4 Haven, 
Yet many a time foul Weather; 
Re that will not lye à fair Woman by, 
I wiſh he were hang'd in a Leather. 
A . he 7. 
My Lady has loſt her leſt Leg Hoſe, 
u, So has ſhe done both her Shoon: . 
She'll earn her Breakfaſt before ſhe riſe, 
She'll lye elſe a-Bed all Noon. 


X 2 


* e | 
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Joane Molto Croſt is of no o, 
Though many a Cuckold go by: 
Let many a Man do all that he can, 
Yet a Cuckold he ſhall die. 


The good Wife of the Swan has a Leg like a Man, 
Full well it becomes her Hoſe 

She jets it a- pace with a very good Grace, 
But falls back at the firſt Cloſe. 


The Prior of Cour-xree made 2 great Pud- 
ding · pie, | . | : 
His Monks cry'd Meat for a King; 


If the Abbot of Cheſter do die before Eaſter, 


Then Banbury Bells muſt Ring. 


He, that will a Welch Man catch, | 
1 «uſt watch when the Wind's i'the South, 
And put in a Net a good Piece of roaſt Cheeſe, 
And hang it cloſe to his Mouth, 


And Lancaſhire, if thou be true, 
As ever thou haſt been; | 

Go ſell thy old Whittle, and buy a new Fiddle 
And cry God fave the Queen, 


PP 


"Th 


}Eno11m Sounds. _ 
$0NG el. * 1 


8 1 not Madneſs thus to he's 
Coy, and your Minutes waſte 3. Ins 
To let the World be envying uw 
Pleaſures I ne'er did uſo?! Wan i, (HG 


Since this foul Scandal we "have got, 
Conſent, and yield for ſhame; 
For all your Virtue now will not 
patch up your broken Fame. 


Why ſhould our Blifs then be delay? 14 T 


The World can ſay no more . N 
Than what it has already ſaid, = | 
And that is, thou'rt a Whore. - J 


8 o N CCI. 


APPT Hours, all Hours ex-cel-ling, 
Whea retir'd from Crowds and Nos 
Happy is that ſilent Dwelling, © (27 
Filld with Self- poſſeſſing Joys. een 3]. 
Happy that contented Creature 
Who with feweſt things is pleas d. 
and conſults the Voice of Nature, 
Wheb of roving Fapcies eas d. ied 3 
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85 Corkrcrion 
Eyry Paſſion wiſely moving, 


* Juſt as Reaſon turns the Scale; 


Ev'ry State of Life improving, 


That no anxious Thought prevail. : . 


Happy Man who thus poſſeſſes 
Life, with ſome Companion dear, 

Joys imparted ſtil] encreafes; - 
Griefs, when told, ſoon diſappear. 


— 


a. 4 


SONG Celli. ; 
W not ſo much to me of Love, 


+ . Your vain Purſuit give o'er; 

Your miſplac'd Ardour cannot move 
A Heart engag'd before, | 

Na mate of Cruelty complain. 
Nor Chloe's Breaſt accuſe | 

For Want of Pity. to a Swain, 
When Honour u * 

ien 

Let ſoma more worky Virgis Dame, 

W hoſe; Charms all lovely are, 


Be Miſtreſs of your gen'rous Flame: 


She may reward your Care. 


Or ſome brisk ſprightly Widow may, 


With Affluence ſupply'd, 
Your Suit with grateful Senſe repzy, 
Which Chloe has deny's, 


2 —— 
— — c 6 


Y EnoLisn' So 
[{ neither cay your Thoughts employ, 
gut ſtill on me you gaze, © 
(blce's Advice receive with Joy, 1 1 
And fly from Cupid's Maze, 


aſte! to ſome peaceful Dome retire, 
Such as you oft approve; 

Examine well your fond Defire, 

And diſci ae 2 


And if my wand'ring Steps Gillen 

To your ſad, lonely Cell; 

My Soul, and every Thought ſhall join, 
To wiſh poor Strepbon well! 


& 


* — 
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SONG CCIV. 12 
— * 
W HY all this Whiniog, why all this. 
Pining, 
Love is a Folly, and Beauty is vain, 
Nothing ſo common as Wealth and Women, 
To raiſe the Vapours, and ſo dull the Brain, 


To him that's merry, xhat's frolick and airy, 
Nothing is grievous, nor nothing is ſad; * 

Then rouze thy Spirit, and take off thy Claret, 
la one ſmiling Bumper 8 Cure's to be had. 0 
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I Chloe fly thee, and ſtill deny thee, __ 
Never look ſneaking, nor never repine: 

If tis her Faſhion, to light your Paſſion, 
Then ſeem moſt eaſy, and deny her chine, 


() 


Yer ſlily wooe her, and cloſely purſue her, Wilt 
Or ſbe'll prove a Tyrant, and laugh thee to No 

_ ſcorn No Je 
When ſhe ſeems waggilh, coquertilh and prudiſh, Mut f 
Then give Her her Humour, and let her be And 
gone. hall 


When next you meet her, again intreat her, We. 

And if you find ſtill ſhe'd make you her Tool, Wi 1. 
Ne'er let it vex you, or once perplex you, _ 

She'll ſoon repent it, and find who's the Pool. And 
Tell |} 
ow | 
When | 
he m1 


Then to require her, deſpiſe her and light her, 
And what you commended as much diſcoms 
mend: * 
But if Love grieve thee, and ſtill will not leave 
thee,” 
Then e'en love ade fi, — next lore 
thy Friend, 


auty 
Upon 
ler bl 
Me 2 
ler go 
fer rift 
lphtn i! 
d kil 


- 
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H ! cruel Tyrant Love! f 0 
Why art thou fo unkind? 

Wilt thou no milder prove, 

Nor eaſe my troubled Mind ? 

No Joy ſhall I e'er ſee! 

But till cormented be ! 

ad from ſuch diſmal Grief, 

hall I ne'er find Relief, 


Since thou haſt wounded me, . 
90, Why doſt thou not impart | 
ome of thy Cruelty, ® 

And make her feel ſome Smart? 
Tell her how I do burn, 

ow I lament and mourn ! 

Ms hon ſhe the Truth doch know, 
te muſt ſome Pity ſhow, 


iuty enthron'd doth , ſtand 

Upon her ſmiling Brow : 

er bluſhing Cheeks com mand 
Me at her Feet to bow: 

fer golden Treſſes wave, 

ter riſing Breaſts enſlave, 

phening darts from her Eyes, 
id Kills me by Surprize, 


n | ee 
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Let tho' ſhe is moſt fair, RE. 
Why ſhould ſhe me diſdain? m) 
If Wealth ſurrounds my Dear, 
Why muſt I ſuffer Pain? 
Were ſhe as poor as Fob, 
I in a Royal Robe, 
And Lord of all the Land, 
T'd be at her Command. 


All Day I ſigh and weep, 
And vainly do lament! 
All Night I cannot fleep! 

I never reſt content 
: Bur till am fill'd with Pain, 
. Scorn, Woe, and ſad Diſdain: 
' Theſe Racks I cannot bear, 
And yer ſhe will not hear; 


What Joys can Myra take, 

4 After ſhe does behold 

j Poor Strephon, for her Sake, 

Laid in a dreary Mould? 

O moſt uuhappy Fate! | No me 

- Then Picy comes too late: 

Myra, my Life preſerve, 

And thee ll always ſerve. 


I'll wander-for her Sake, 
Or keep myſelf confin'd, 
If ſhe no Pity take | 
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) eaſe the burning Smart, 

y my poor ſuff ring Heart: 

File twill my Ruin prove; 
Firewell then Life and Love! 


SONG CCVI. 


EE the bright ci ind.: walking, 
All her Graces we admire 
gear the lovely Charmer talking, 
Er'ry Word does Love inſpire, 


our Youth without repining, 

Proud and happy in their Pains, 

her their humble Hearts reſigning, 
Glory in ſuch welcome Chains, 


Plexs'd to find the Wiſe complaining 
What one View of her has coſt, 
Nor they feel their Paſſions reigning, 
And their boaſted Wiſdom loſt. 


No mercenary Force maintains - 


Her Pow'r, nor any guilty Art; 
rater than Kings Clarinde reigns; - 
Her Empire's ſeated in the Heart. 


EE: 


2 A. Corte 1 ton 
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o T caring! to obſerve the Wind, 

Or the new Sea explore, 

S$narch'd from my ſelf, how far behind 
Already 1 behold the Shore! 


May not a thouſand Dangers ſleep 


> In the ſmooth Boſom of this Deep? 


No: 'Tis ſo rockleſs, and and ſo clear, 
That the rich Bottom does appear Ne 
—Pay'd all with precious Things; not torg 
From ſhip-wreck 4 Veſſels, bur there born, 


 Sweetneſs, Truth, and ev'ry Grace, 
Which Time, and Uſe, are wont to teach, 
The Eye may in a Moment reach, g 
Aud read Ga in her Face. 


Some other . with Colours faint, + 
And pencil flow, way Cupid. paint, 
And a weak Heart in time deſtroy z 
She has a Stamp, and prints the Boy: 


Can, with a ſingle Look, inflame - 
| The coldeſt 5 wt rudeſt tame. | 


* by 


T 


7 
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1B BY has a Store of Charths, — © 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms ; A 
How ſtrangely can her_ſma* white Arma 
Fetter the Lad who looks but at ber? © 
Frae er Ancle to her lender Waiſte, | 
Theſe Sweets conceal'd invice to dawt her; 
Her roſy Cheeks, and. Tiſing Breaſt, _ 8 
Gar ane's Mouth guſh bowe fu” 0! Water, | 
Nelly's gawſy, ſa ſt and gay, ä 
Freſh as the lucken Flowers in My j; 
Ik ane that ſees her, cries, Ab hey! { 
She's bony | O I wonder at her. 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 
And Limbs ſae plump invite to da wt herz 
ner Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae ſleekx,, 
Gar mony Mouths belide mine Water. 0 * 


„vo ſtrike my Finger in 2 Bore, . 
| My Wyſon with the Maiden Shore, 8 
Gin I can tell whilk Iam for, 
When theſe twa Scars appear thegicher. 
0 Love! why doſt thou gi'e thy Fires 
dae large, while we re oblig'd to deither? | 
Our ſpacious Sauls immenſe Deſires, 
And ay be in a hankerin Swither. 
* 5 


—— 
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. Tibby's Shape and.Airs are fine, pity T 
And Nelly's Beautievare divides + 2 
But face chey canna baich be_ with, T 
Le Gags, give ear to my Pecicion, 5 6:3 
Provide g good Lad for che tane, 8 4 T 
But Ky it be wich chis Proyilion, by Hina. 
I get the other co my lane, i L 
In deres plano and Fruition. 3 
f 993% eie ern 
. SO NG cx. | 
H! the Shepherd's mournſul Fate, 6 ] 
When doom'd to ——_ and doom's 10 
Y . 0 1 
= To bear the ſcornful Fair-ong's 4-4 
| Noar dare diſcloſe bis Anguiſn. Pre 
Yer eager Looks, and dying Sighs, _ di 
My ſectet Soul diſcorer, | An 
While Rapture crembling thro mine Eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her, 
| The tender Glance, the redning Cheek, * 
O'erſpread with riſing Bluſhes, a He. 
A thouſand vatious Ways they ſpeak | 0 
P A thouſaud various Wiſhes, (007 0 
Fi For oh ! that Form lo heavenly fair, * — 
| Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly wil, — 


That artleſs Bluſh, and modeſt Air, © 
So fatal! iy beguiling, 1 
4 | 


I" 


— 
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Thy every Look, and ever Grac 
80 charm wheng'er 1 view thee F. . 

Till Death o elta ke me in theChale 


1213834 $64 
4 a t 2 = ets 


| 2 still will my Hopes pur ſue hee. uur 
) Then when my tedious Hours hay: T3 

* Be this laſt Bleſſing given, | X 
Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, ”"_ 

Aud die in fight of Heaven, why e Len 

pn l 0 8 * 

— — 
SONG CC X. 4 . 

- was the charming Month of Mey, 

| * When all the Flowers were freſh and 827 iT 


one Morning by the Break of Day, 
Sweet Choe, Chaſt and Fair; 


From peaceful Slumber ſhe aroſe, ir Cant nt 
. her Mantle and her Hoſe, nbi 
And ofer the flow!ry Mead ſhe goes, 

To breathe a purer Air. 


Her Looks ſo ſweer, ſo gay her Mein, 

Her handſame Shape and Dreſs ſo clean, 18 

She look'd all o'er like Beauty 's Queen, 3 
Dreſt in her beſt Array. . 


The gentle Winds and purling Strem 

Eflay'd to whiſper Chloe's Name, 

The ſavage Beaſts, till then ne'er tame, 
Wild Adoration. pay. 

Y 2 


- 8 
? — 


# 
9 * 


1 Th F Sokfzef Fr 


Join'd ta make up the rural Ring, 
All frisk and dance, if ſhe but wh 


C es % 


The feather'd People one might ſes, * 
Perch'd all around ber ons Tree, A * > 

With Notes of ſwecteſt Melody Tt 9 
They 20. a chearful Pert. 


The dull Slaves ob the toilfome Plow, © He 
Their wearied Necks and Knees do bow, Ar 
A glad Subjection there they yow, 2 11 Sh 
To rey wich all their Heart, 

The bleating Flacks that then came by, = 


Soon as the charming Nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and rueful Cry, 


And dance around the Brooks. : v 
"The Woods are glad, the Meadows ſtnite; * 
And Forth that foam'd; and roar'd ere While, 1 
Giides calmly down as ſmooth as Oil, u. 

| Thro' all * charming Crooks. - 
The finny Seren. are content, And 
To leave their wat” ry Element, F T. 
In glazie Numbers down the bent. 171 
They flutter all along. 4 

The Iaſects and each creeping Things 2 0 
I 


And make a jovial Throng- 
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Kind Phabus nom began.torrife, , , ., 7 5, 
And paint with red the Eaftero Skies, 
Struck with the Glory of ber FR,, = 
He ſhrinks bebind a Cloud. ee! 1A 


Her Mantle on a Bough {he lay, 75 au 
And all her Glory ſhe diſplays, 
She left all Nature in Amaze, 1 UNE" 


And kipp di into, the Wood. 


187; 2 l t 
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O0UNG Philander woo'd me lang, 

But I was peeviſh, and forbad him 

1 wadva tent bis loving Sang, Ae 
But now I with, I wiſh Thad him z 1 4 
Ilk Morning when [ view my Glaſs, / 

Then I perceive my Beauty going; | 
And when the Wrinkles ſeize the Face, | 
Then we may bid adieu ro wooing. - =_ 


—_— 


My Beauty, anes ſae much admir'd, _ | 
I hind it fading faſt, and flying: 49 

My Cheeks, which Coral like appear'd, 2 
Grow my the broken Blood beef ing 
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= . 
Ah! we may ſee our ſelves to be 
1 Like Summet- Fruit that is onthe," rr 

+ When ripe, they ſoon fall don and die, A. 


or - 2 9 


. 


Uſe then your Time, ye Virgins fair, 
Employ your Day before tis evil ; 
Fifteen is a 2 ra re, f 
But Five and Twenty is the Devil, © 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto t.. 
Hug nae mair your lanely Pillow z 
Women are like other Fruit, 
They loſe their Reliſh when too mellow, 


1f Opportunity be loſt, 

You'll find it bard to be regained s -. 
Which now I may tell to my Coſt, - 

Tho” but my ſel} nane can be dlamed 2 2 

If then your Fortune you reſpect, 

Take the Occaſion when it offers; 
Nor à true Lover's Suit neglect, 

Leſt ye be ſcoff d for being Scoffers, 


ing 3 
But now, alas! 'tis tur to nought, 


Aud, paſt my Hopes, he's gane a-rarginge 


ws - a 


1, by his fond Expreſfions, thoughe 781 bod 
That in his Love he'd ne'er unn | 


of End Ursu Sounds. 

pear Maidens," then take my Advice; | ee LA“ 
And let nae Coyticfs prove your W 1 

For if ye be o fooliſh nic, 


Your Suitors will give over woolng. „ 


Then Maiden: 4014 yon nam u will 1 
And in that frecfy? Rink be numbers 
4s lang as Life; and when ye die, m f 
With leading Apes be ever cumbet' d? 
yo A Puniſhment, and hared Brand, 
wich which nane of us ate contented 3 
Then be not wiſe behind the Hand. 


That the * * be N 


— * * ** 8 1 . Moth. a „1 
. 
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v let us a. to 105 Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Focky's to he married to Maggie, X 
The Laſs wi the Gowden Hair. FI 
bos there will be Lanz-xail sud Potrogs, 
| And Bannocks of Barley Meal RT 
da there will be good fawe Herring, 
To reliſh a Cog of good Ale, 
H let us 4 30 the Bridal, c. 
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And there will, be Cane the Sucor, 
And Wall wi' the meikle- mou: 
And there will be Tam che — 
With Andrew the Tinkler tro 5 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katze's Good many. z 
And there will be blue-cheeked _— . 
And Lawrie the Laird of DEER 
Ey let us, &c. 123 t 6 1 


% 4 


And there. will bs $ow-liber Patte, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the Mill,, 

Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the How of the Hill i 

And there will be Aae Sibbie. 
Wha in with black Beſſy did ook, 

With ſniveling/Zz1y and Tibby, © / 
The Laſs that ſtands aft on the 80. 

70 let us, &c, „ ane 1%; 7 


And Madge that was buckled to Steemies.... i 
And coft him gray Breeks to bis Arſe, | 

Wha after was hangir for ſtealing, 
Great Merey it happep'd nae warſe: 

And there will gleed Geordy Lm 10 
And Kirſh with the Lilly-whice Leg: 

Wha gade to the South for Manner, 
And bang'd up ber Wame in Mons-meg. 

Ey let us, &c. 
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4nd there will be Juden M* Lawrie, 
And blinking daft Burbaru Mg. 
vi: Flae-lagged ſha rny- fac d Lawrie, - 
And ſhangy-mou'd haluthet Mag. 
d there will be happer- ars d — 
406 fairy-fac'd Flowrie by Name, 
Muck Madze, and fat-hippic Griſy, 
The Laſs wi” the Gowden Wame, 
H let us, e. | . 


and there will —— ibbae, 
with bis glakic Wife Jenny den, 

And Miſle-ſhin'd Mungo Mapie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himſel. 

There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings, 
will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha", 

n Sybows, and Rifarcs, and Carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. * 


a let us, &c. 


ind there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
Wich Fouth of good Gabbo cks of Skate, 
row ſow dy, and Drammock, and Crowdy, 
And caller Not- feet in a Plate. 
ind there will be Parrens and Buckies, 
„And Whytens and Speldens enew, 
ich ſinged Sheep-heads, and a Haggies, 
and Scadlips to ſup eil ye ſpew. 


let 14, &c. 


* — i ͤů — 2 ww 
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And there will be lapperid Milk Kebbucky; :., 


| E let 18, &c. a u 
scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulſe and AY 


And Sowers, and Farles, and Bas, 
With Swars, and well ſcraped Paunches, -; - 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps: 'k 

And there will be Meal-kail and 
Wich skink to ſup till ye rive: 
And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 
Of Flowks that were * alive, LF aud 


And 2 Mill of good Sniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
- We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Then fy let us 4 to the Bridal, 
For there will. be lilting there, ; 
. For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, q 
The Laſs wi Abe gowden Hair. 15 


3 
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I r H broken Words, and dow n- caſt Eye 
Poor colin ſpoke his Paſſion render 


And, parting with his Grzſy, cries, WRT REN U 
Ah! wae's my Heart that we ſhould Tn 

To others I am cold as Stow, _ Each 
But kindle wich thine Eyes like Tiader: Gi 


From thee wich Pain I'm fofc'd to go; 
Ic breaks my Heart chat we > ſhouſd bade 


of ENG@L4$KH\SONGS. 27 
by | bid ro thy Charme, I cannot range, 

ba. No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder, 
or Time nor Place ſhall ever change Hh 
My Vows, tho?) we're oblig'd co ſunder, 11 


rde Image of thy graceful Ki, 
10 And Beauties which invite our Wonder, 
F Thy lively Wir, and Prudence rare, 


Th Shall ſtill be Frau cho we nn. 5 


"| 


* 
_ 
. g 
, 
. 


„ bear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 

"4 You'll ne*er engage à Heart that's kinder 3 
Then ſeal a Promiſe wich a Kiſs, 1 
bn to love tis, rr funder, 17 


8 fe Gods, take Carta my 8 Lass, 
That as I leave her 1 may find her: 
When that bleſt r Ras 


Veen meet again, and, never linder. 


„ 


* __ Pc 
& 4 s +, 4&8 % a 
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Nrelgnting deareſt Creature, 
On your Damon caſt an Eye; 
Each ador'd ſurprizing Feature 
Gives me Life, yo makeye wp de 7 


X. 


252 
Cruel Fair! Ohl hear your Lover, 


4 Corrrcraon 


Who with Apguiſh piner for you 
Think him no unconſtant Rover, 
Ne er was' Swain more Chaſt and True. 


Anſmer'd * «notbey Hand. 


Ga 
Ceaſe to rmenting vain Deceiver, pal 
Chloe all your Arts defies 00 
Care not, if you will believe 9 Thi 
Whether Damon lives or dies: 
Trifling Swain, your Suit give over, T 
And implore-Coriana's Charms z A 
Know young Chloe's doom's a Lover, Pro 
But to bleſs her Strephon's Arms, — 
El 
A Reply by Mr. fl. c. . In: 
| | 
Since not Faith nor Truth can move you T 
In behalf of Damon's gut: Anc 
Chloe, know, altho' I lov'd you, The 
Scorn produces other Fruʒt: no 
Take your faithleſs canting Rover, As 
Claſp him in deluded Arms; Bo I fa 
Damon joys, who was your Lover, _ 
That his Rival loathes your Charms, © Tl 
* 5 * Wy 0, Bor 
— 111 1 | ; QUE YI The 


2 2 as : | | | | ; 20 
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'& Venus Beauty of the Skies, 
To whom a thouſand e bene, 
Gayly falſe in gentle Smiles, 
Full of Love-perplexing Wiles; 
0 Goddeſs ! from my Heart remove 
The waſting Cares and Pains of Love. 


If ever thou haſt kindly heard 
A Song, in ſoft Diſtreſs preſert d; 
propitious to my tuneful Vow, on? 
0 gentle Goddeſs ! hear me now. 
Deſcend, thou bright, immortal Gueſt, + 
In all thy radiant Charms confelt, its 


Thou once didſt leave Almighty To, 
And all the Golden Roofs aboves 7 
The Carr thy wanton Sparrows drew, 

© WB Hovſring in Air they lightly ese 7 
As to my Bow'r they wing'd cheir Way, 
[ ſaw their quiv'ring Pinious pla. 


The Birds diſmiſt (while you remain) 
Bore back their empry- Carr again: 
Ines you, wink Looks divinely mild, 
uu beav'dly.3 Fegtare ſinil'ds 


. — 


2 


% 
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And ask'd, what new Complaints I made, 
2 why I call'd you to my aid: * 


What Frenzy in my Boſom 87 ? 
And by what Cure to be W 
What gentle Youth I'would allure? . 
Whom in my artful Toils ſecure? 

Who does thy tender Heart ſubdue, 


Tell me, my Sapho, telb me Who? * 


Tho? now he ſhuns thy longing Army; 
He ſoon ſhal] court thy lighted Charm; 


Tho? now thy Off rings: he deſpiſe, | a 
He ſoon to thee: ſhall Sacrifice; = © 
Tho? now he freeze, he ſoon ſhall burn, b 
And be thy Viltim in his Turn. If 
[ 
E 


Cioeleſtial Viſitant, once more 
Thy needful Preſence I ĩimplor ee 
In Pity,” come and eaſe my Grief, 
Bring my diſtemper'd Soul Relief; 
© Favout.chy Supplianc's hidden Fires, 
rh mo all my Heart defies. _ | 
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Gad: t bf 23 181 161 24 
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HY this talking ill o Dying >, 

Why this diſmal Look and Grogn? - 

Leave, fond Lover, leave your Sighing ; 
Let theſe fruitleſs Arts i alone, | 


; 


* 
11 1 


Love's the Child of Jby and Pleaſure, $4,973 
Born of Beauty, nurs'd with Witz 7 

Much amiſs you take your Meaſure, 
This dull whining wor to hĩt. 


Tender Maids you fright bom Loving, 
By the Effect they ſee in you; 

If you wou'd be truly moving, 
Eagerly the Point purſue: 


+ WH Brick and gay appear in wooing ; ax 
1 Pleaſant be, if you wou'd pleaſe; 4 
All this Talking, and no Doing, 3 
i Will not Love, but Hate increaſe, — — 


SONG CCXVIL 
Bell, thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, 
I paſs the Day in Pain, 
When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vaio, 


Z 2 2 


A ucts ares «as Ad 


1 of De 


m ſtarving cold, while thou art warm, 
© Have Pity and incline,'} ' © 


And grant me for a Hap that charm» 
ing Petticoat of thine, | | 


My raviſh'd Fancy in Amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms, 


- Delufive Dreams ten thouſand ways 


Preſent thee to my Arms. 
© But, waking, think what 1 endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Thoſe Pleaſures which can only-cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine. 


I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt Reward that's due to Love, 
And let true Paſſion die. 

Oh ! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 
"That loyely Breaſt of th ine 

Thy Petticoat cou'd give me Eaſe, 
If Thou and It were mine. 


' L E 1 , 
Sure Heav'n bas fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine,  _ 
And thou'rt too good its Laws to Nights 
By kind*ring the Defign, 
May all the Pow'rs of Love agree, 
At length co make thee mine, 


Or looſe my Chains, and ſer me free 


From ev'ry Charm of thine, 


— 
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F Anne's Chibi let others' n. | 
Or bright Eliza's Beauty: 
My Song ſhall be of Blouxibel, ö 
To ſing of her's my Putyz © © 
The Fair, who arm'd with Capid's Darn 2 
His Flames, and other Matters, © 
Is all around behung with . * 


As Beggars N Taten. V. Ms 
114 


= . 
® * 
L 4 . U 


To laviſh Nature Way ſhe owes, 
And much to Education: 

The Girls, and Boys, and Belles, ni e 
Are ſtruck with Admi ration 
por, blended in her Cheek, there liese 
The Carrot and the Turnip; © ; 
And who beholds her blazing Eyes 
His yery Heart _ burn 2 


* ws aw. Þ 


Her dainty Hands f are red and TAY 
Her Teeth all black aud-yellow 1. __ 

Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue 1. Ls 
Her Lips like any Tallow : 

Her Voice ſo loud, and eke ſo murill; . 
Far off it is admir d! PANE 


Her Tongue! — which never ye tay ll 
And yet was never tir di! 1 ,t. 
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As Iſaac of bis Zſaz ſaid, 


* * 


* 
Ten Thouſand Wonders riſe to en 
All o'er the lovely Creature! 


The pearly Sweat, like Morning- Dew, LY 
Gilds ev'ry ſhining Feature! 


T. She like a Foreſt ſavours z 
Thrice happy Man for whom the Maid. 
mo" her hidden Favours, 


© Blounibel" L for Thee we pant, 
To Thee our Hopes aſpire; 

For Thou haſt all which Lovers want. 
To quench their raging Fire. 
Then kindly take us to thine Arms, 
And in Compaſhon ſave us 
From Aas t and Elixa's Charms, 

Which * enſlave us. 


— — 
80 JN G CCXIX. 

Eav*n's Offspring! Beauty rare? 

Venus her pecyliar Cate: 7 


Cupid rifles ev'ry Grace, 
To adorn'thy fairer Face. 


* 9 ” * # 44 * 


Variieft Bud was ever feen; 
Thus to bloſſom at Fifteen! 
Taro! whoſe Actions ſweetly flows 
All, experienc'd Weman knows, 


"ug 


* 


1 
* 


F Fxettsn So. 
On Thee firs wich decent Pride, [$79 

Wiſdom, beſt and ſureſt Gvids; : 

Then, how ſtrong the Influence 8 

of thy charming Wir and _ 447 


When to Harmony you ove, ENA Ro 
Each SpeQator' s tun'd. to Loves | 
Ev'ry Step is Cupid's Dart, 

Softly ſealing to my Heart. 


strange! that lively, Sounds ſhou'd cure: 
Yer give Pains which I endure! ; 
Mulick, that can others free 
From InfeQion, poiſons me. 
Guardian Sylpbs! that flit in Air, 
Tell my Sorrows to the Fair; 
Let your murm'ring Whiſpers prove, 
How I groan, and how I love, 


But if deaf to all my Woe, + 
The green Foreſt ro her ſhow, 
How the Trees of ev'ry kind 
Claſp, and Kiſs, in Marriage join'd. 


Show the Fair, how curling Vines 
Fold their Elms in Am'rous Twines: 
Touch'd by ſuch Examples, She 
May incline to Love and Me. 


| 1 4 eee N 
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ui ee r 


To ſee a Wretch purſuing, 
In Raptures of a bleſt — 4 07 
A plealing, bappy Ruin, 


Tis not for Pity that 1 ) 1260 

His Fate is too aſpiring, 

Whoſe Heart, broke with a Load of Love, 
Dies, wiſhing and W 6 


But, if this Murder you'd forego, N 4 
Your Slave from Death removing; 

Let me your Art of Charming kaow 

Ot learn you mine of Loving. 


But, whether Life or Death betide, 

In Love tis equal Meaſure; . 

The victor lives with empty Pride; 

- The vanquiſh'd die with Pleaſure. 
* 16. 
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AD Mucidore, all in Woe, 
A filent Grotto ſeeks; 


No more her ſelf on Plains does ſhow, ' 
Bur mourning, thus ſhe ſpeaks: 
Why was I born of high Degree? ” 


An bumble Shepherdeſs 
Had been far happier for me, 
Than all this gaudy Dreſs. 


A ſumptuous Palace full of Joy, 
4 To me a Dungeon is z 

And all That Mirth does me annoy, 
Who know no Thought of Bliſs: 

Then, wrapt in Grief, the lovely Maid 
Recir'd from all che Throng, 

And on a Bank reclin'd her Head, 
While Tears ran trickling, :rickling down, 


— — 
— 
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$ near a Fountain's low” ry Side 
The bright celinda lay, | 
Her Looks encreas'd the Summer's Pride, 
Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. 


— — 
— 
— >  —_— 
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The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper Red, 
To ſee themſelves outdone z 
The Lilies ſhrunk into their Beds, 


To find ſuch Rival ſhont. 


Quick thro the Air. to this Retreat - - 
A Bee induſtrious flew, 
Prepar'd to rifle ev'ry Sweet, 
Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breath, 
Her Roſy Lips he found, 
Where he in Tranſports met his Death, 
And dropt upon the Ground, 


Enjoy, bleſt Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 
Nor at thy Fall repine, 


Since Kings wou'd quit their Royal Stats, 


To ſhare a Death like thine. * 


r 


4 


S O NG CCXXIIL 


O W. diſmal's the Lover's Condition, 
When Cruelty governs the Fair? 
When the proper, the only Phyſician, 
Inſulcs o et her Seryant's Deſpair? . 


* 
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Hu Suff'rings afford her a Pleaſu N 
Incteaſing, the more he compla 

The more that he doars on his Treaſure, . 
| The faſter ſhe binds hip = Chains... | 
The faſter, we. | 74 " 2 


Reſiſtle ſs, all-conquering Creature! 
Diſdain not to cure What you cauſe:: 
O prove not a Rebel to Nature?! 
Nor laugh at Love's ſovereign Laws; 80 

Againſt your own ſelf ic is Treaſon 
To torture a Heart, that is thine? 
My Heart is your own and what Reaſon, _ 
The Pain ſhou'd longer he log? dk 
The Pain, Ce. TW er GY 


Yer deep, tho' the Darts of your Nen N 
Haye wounded the Heart of your Swain, 

I think ic both Pleaſure and Duty, 
To court and to ſuffer the Pan. 


. 
45 


Delightful's the true Lover's 8 4 
In craving, ic ever contents! * 
'Tis Torture to pine and to languiſh,, | 
Bat plegſes the while it content IP "1 
men 13.43 51.4531]. e 
N n yt 
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ITTLE Hres of the Stage, | 
L. ere ae age 2 
Empty Warbler, breathing Lyre, 

Wanton Gale of fond Defire, | 


Bane of ev'ry manly Art, * win ab : 
Sweet Enfeebler of the Heart: 


On, too plenfing i is. thy Strain! 
Hence, to ſouthern climes, again. 


_ Turieful Miſchief, vocal Spell, 
To this Iſland bid fare wel. 


Leave us, as we ought to be Ho 
Leave the Britons rough and freo. a f 
11 r Ing 
A 

4 3 0 N G COXXV, | 1 Let 

8 Love- iel Corydon beſi dds 4 

A murm'r ing Riv'ler lay, = Sho 

Thus plain'd he his Coſmelia's . a 
And; plaining, dy'd away.” IN 


Fair stream, (ſaid he) whene'er you 4 
Tour Treaſure in the Ses 


To Sea-Nymphs tell what 1 endure, 
Perhaps they'll picy me, 
And, fitting on the- cliff Rocks, 
In melting Songs, expreſs, 
(While as they comb their golden Locks} 
To Trav'llers my Diſtreſs, 


| * CF lnwwrem Sous. 
Say, co „ an honeſt Swain!» 3 


The fai cfml lee ad 24: di 07 
While ſhe, with undeſery'd Didatn, P.idw 
His conſtant Torture prov'd, | 


Ne'er Shepherd loy'd a Shopherdeks - 
More faichfully than he: 1 
Ne'er Shepherd yet regarded leſs 
of Shepherdeſs cou'd be. n 
How oft to Vallies, and to Eine, 
Did he, alas ! complain! a 
How oft re- echo d they his Ills, 
And ſee m'd to ſhare his Pain: 


How oft, on Banks of ſtately Trees, 
And on the tuſted Greens, 

Ingrav'd he Tales of his Diſeaſe, 
And what his Soul ſuſtains! _ 

Let fruicleſs all his Sorrows prov'd, 
And fruitleſs all his Art! 
She ſcorn'd the more, the more he lord, 
And broke, at ons his Heart. 


* 2 
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Arewel the fatal Pleaſures, 


And all the dying Meaſur es 
Thax tender Love perſyrade : 


. 


- * * 


6 Wg 
- Ye Notes that ſweetly languiſh, we by 1522 Ah 


To aid the Lover's Flams, 1 4 
| Whilſt be, ceveals bis Anguiſuw, 7 Th 


And begs the fair One“ Name: | I 


No more you can invite me, 
You ſing, alas! in vain ;, 

No Muſick can delight me, 

Tuo o, bas play'd agi e | 

A lovely Sailor pleadian g. 0 
Wich Wit in every Word, 


Both skill'd in Love and Breeding, * 
Has fix d my Heart on Board. Pro 
In ev'ry Dream appearing, . 
j All Charming, all Divine, we 
A Manner moſt endearing, . 
A voice as ſoſt us mine: 4. w As 
His Hands fo gently preffing, 7 
As if no Ropes they knew. 8 
What is my Song confeffing ! | 1 
n grows 4 Billes-down, — iy - 
some rumeful Voice e © © Hg 
The Fondneſs of my Heart, ab by 


In mournful None deſcendiogs 
My Tenderneſs nn c 


* 
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2 Ah! ſure he ſoon will know it, 


If Love inſpire bis Sight 8 1.4 2 
Thoſe Eyes that made the Poet, — x 
ear will gueſs too a | 5 3 
| — — on 1 
— 
SO N 6 cox vnn. 
PON Clovinde's patelig Breaſt © 


The happy Strephos lay, | : 

With Love and Beauty jointly preſt | | 

To pals the Time away. 43 _—_ | 
Freſb Raptures of trarifporting Love 

Struck all his Senſes dumb; 4 A1 ö 

He envy'd not the Pow'rs above, | 

Nor all the Joys to come, | | 


4 As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To ſetch their Treaſures. home 
So Strephon trac'd the Fields of Love, 
To fill her Honey-comb : * 
Her ruby Lips he kiſt and preſt, FE 0 
From whence all Joys derivez ___ 
Then, humming round her ſnowy Breaſt, | 
strait crept into her Hive, 
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HO" Phillis yon ſcorn my Addreſs, 
Preferring a Rattle that's vain, ( 
rei know, tis Reſpect in Exceſs,...-... 


That Freedom of Speech does reſtrain; . 

Oh Cruel! confider my Fire 7 

Burns fiercer the more 'tis depreſt, : 2 

_While his in a, Flaſh does expire: 

He talks of a Paſſion in Jeſt. Bu 

1 

He talks, & c. Th 

How oft I've reſolv'd when alone, | 
In fitteſt Words then I cou'd chuſe, | 

My AﬀeCion ſo true to make known; | Oh 

But Speech in your Prefence I loſe + 2 

Sill what 1 am going to ſay, Be: 

Seems fooliſh ridiculous Stuff: 

My Thoughts in a T— do play In 

No Expreſſions are worthy enough, To 

No Expreſhons, &c. t 

0 Fairelt, your Servant believe, 4 


This is of true Love the Effect; 
And what greater Proof can be give? 

For where there is Love, ther e's Reſpect. 
All scholars in young Cupzid's School 

The Rher'rick of Tongues ſill deſpiſe; 
'Tis in am'rous Converſe a Rule, 

To talk the ſoft Language of Eyes 
To talk, &c, 
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IH Lo E when T view theo ſmiling, 


Joys cgleſtial round me move, 


pleaſing Viſtons Care beguiling, : - 
Guard my State, avd crown my n 
To behold thee gayly ſhining. 
Is 2 Pleaſure paſt defining, 
Ev'ry Feature charms my Sight. 
But, O Heav'ns ! when I'm cateſſing, 
Thrilling Raptures never ceaſi 
Fill my Soul with ſoſt Delight, | 


Oh! thou lovely deareſt Creature! 
sweet Enfſlaver of my Hears , 
Beauteous Maſter-piece of Natuze, 
Cauſe of all my Joys and Smart! 
In thy Arms enfolged lay me, 
To diſſolving Bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to reſt; 
Gently, kindly, Oh my Tres ſure 
Bleſs me, let me dye with Pleaſure 
On thy panting ſnowy Beal. | 
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1 falſe” Pretender, © © Un oY 
Since now- from me you rov e: 3 


And leave me here to wandert 
No more to think of how * | 

1 muſt for ever languiſh, T 1 
1 muſt for ever mourn; n 0 

oa Love I now am'baniſh'd, | 3 
And ſhall no more return. 0 


U— 
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Farewel, deceirful e 6 


F I, th d Swain 
arewel, thou perjur'd Swai ; * 


— 
— 2 — — ¶n,—— ꝓꝓL—— — ” — 


N Let never injur'd Cteature 
| Believe your Vows again: 

0 The Paſſion you pretended, h 
Was only to obtain; ' Way 
For now the Charm is ended, - 
The Charmer you diſdain, = I ˖ 

8 ON G COXX xl. | 
E little Loves, that hourly wait, | 
To bring from Celza's Eyes my Fate, F 


Tell ber my Pain in ſoſteſt Sighs, . 
and gently whiſper, Strepbon dies, 


OS Fs 


# eer rde Sho.” 2363. 7 
But if this won't her Pity move, "IF FE 
And che c Nymph di heide to wk | . 
Tell her again, tis all aSLye,* 7 4 24d © 
And baughty R 1 2 


* * +4 2 "nA 


8 0 N 6 cRxxIi. 5 a 
ELTA, myatetreft; — 


Bur haſten to bleſs me, |, . 
/ And fly to my 1 8 
o cou'd 1 charm oui 
How I wou'd warm you! q 
How I wou'd Revel and Sport in your Arms. : 
No ane is near, "ITY 
Why ſhou'd we fear? © 2 * 
Why ſhould we then theſe Moments _ * 
If I've offended, 5 


I never intended; 8 * C 
I'll beg your Pardon another Day. © . 
133 — £6 1 = 3 \, (2 7 ns 10 
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LY me not, & lv; wy do you Sine? x; ” A 
Hear me, fair S via, tho” en 

You're all my Pleaſurey yx 64 
You're all my Treaſure; + © 4% 494 


„ 4 Cortzerion 
You're all my Joy, and all my de » 
pPity my Angu im. 
See how I languiſh, | : 
See how I languilh, | 
Ab, cruel Fair! 
Or frown and kill me, e>| 
For Death is better chen Doſpair, 


» 


w 2 . 9 W _— bd 3 


8 O N G COXXXIV. 


Aiteſt Ile, all Iſles encelliag, | 
> Seatof Pleaſures, and of Loves, 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves, 
Cupid from his fay'rice Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
Jealouſy, that poyſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair chat dies for Love, 


# _ N 


Gentle Murmur, ſweer complaini 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 


Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Sball be all the Pains you prove. 

Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful ey*:y Nymph ſhall prove: 

And as theſe excel in Beauty, - 
| Thoſe "ſhall be reppwn's for Low... 


If 


Ho! 


Fro 


And 


Live 
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SONG ocxxxv. *. 


Aidens beware ye, Ns 
Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look, or lend an Far. 
Words will detain 3e, 
Sighs will erepan ye, ; 
* Tears will draw you into the Snare = * 
Then in time * are. : 


gouw0Oy 2111] © 


; ; 5H 
Daily you'll find ir, 5 5 | 
if you'll but miad it, ü „ Nine | 
How many Maids falſe Men . [ol mand | | 
Let this concern ye, Ar | 


Let their Fall learn ye, 
From the Danger to fun away. 
Run, run, run away, 


Let Virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will Reward ye, 
— And you will ſhine in brighteſt Fame ; 
When the poor Creature,. 
That yields her Charter, 
Lives abandon'd and dies with Shame. 
To bear ſuch a Name, | 


| Ws. - * A,,COLLECLION\, | 
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$ ON G  CCXXXVI 


| T HE Collier has 4 "Dadghter, © | 


And, Oh! ſhe's wond'rous bonny, . 
A Laird he was that ſought ber, 
Baith rich in Land and Money. 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover; 4 
But Love is like the Ocean: 
> Wha can its Depth diſcover ! 


He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpeQed 
His Airs ſat round him ealy, 

Genreel but u naffected. 


The Colliers bonny Laſſie, 


Fair as the new- blown Lilie, 
Ay ſweet and never ſaucy, | 
Secur'd the Hear: of Willy, 
He lov'd beyond Expreſſiou 
The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, | 
His Life was dull without her. 
Aſter mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his Breaſt te held berg 28 
In ſaſteſt Flames diſſolvigg. 
He tenderly thus rell'd ber: 


Wy bonny Colliers Daughter, 


Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 
Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
" Shall ever ger me loſe ye: 


— 
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For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love ſays, tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. ; 
3 n 
SONG CCXXXVII. 
A* Phillis ! why are you leſs tender, 
To my deſpairing Amore | 
Your Heart yo have promĩs d to tender 
Do not deny the Retour : 
My Paſſion I cannot defender, 
No, no, Torments encreaſe tous Les Fours. 
To forget your kind Slave is cruel, 
Can you expect my De voir, 
Since Phillis is grown inſidille, : 2 
And wounds me at ev'ry Revoir ! 
. Thoſe Eyes which were once agreeable, 
Now, now, are Fountains of black D 
Adieu to my falſe Eſperance, 
adieu les Plazfirs des beaux Fours; 
My Phallis appears at diſtance, 
And lights my unfeigned Efforts : 
To return to ber Vows #mpoſſible, 
No, no, adieu to the Cheats of ä | 
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